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P R O L O G U E, fpoken by Mr. Hart. 
* Ml v •• n 

ik POets, like Cudgel'd Bullies, never do 
At fir ft, or fecond blow, fubmit to you ; 
But will provoke you ft ill, and ne'er have done, 

Till you are weary firft, with laying on : 
The late fo baffled Scribler of this day, 
Though he ftands trembling, bids me boldly fay, 
What we before moft Plays are usd to do. 
For Poets out of fear, firH draw on you ; 
In a fierce Prologue, the ftill Pit defile, 
And\ e'er you fpeak, like Caftril, give the lye $ 
But though our Bayfes Battels oft I've fought, 
\'And with bruis'd knuckles, their dear conquefts bought 
Nay, never yet fear'd Odds upon the Stage, 
In Prologue dare not He ft or with the Age, 
But woud take Quarter from your faving hands. 
Though Bayfe within all yielding Countermands, 
Says you Qonfed'rate Wits no Quarter give, 
The r fore his Play (han't ask your leave to live : 
Well, let the vain rafh Fop, by buffing fo. 
Think to obtain the better terms of you ; . 1 

But we, the Affors, humbly will fubmit. 
Now, and at any time, to a full Pit ; 
Nay, often we anticipate your rage. 
And murder Poets for you, on our Stage : 
We fet no Guards upon our Tyring-Room, 
But when with flying Colours, there you come. 
We patiently you fee, give up to you. 
Our Poets, Virgins, nay, our Matrons too. 

U 2- 

M l\j') 

■ V- M 

IMJ 

Y J 
% 

r\ \ • 

The 



Perfons. 
MR. Horner, 

Mr. Har court) 
Mr. ‘Dorilant, 
Mr. Pincbmfe, 
Mr. Sparkj/h, 
Sir fa/p er Fidget, 
Mrs. Margery Finchxv fe, 
Mrs. Alitbea, 
My Lady Fidget, 
Mrs. Dainty Fidgety 
Mrs. Squeamijh, 
Old Lady Squeamijh. 

Mr. Hart. 
Mr. Kenajlon. 
Mr. Lydal. 
Mr. Mobun. 
Mr. Haynes. 
Mr. Carmrigbt. 
Mrs. Dovetet. 
Mrs. fames. 
Mrs. Knep. 
Mrs. Corbet. 
Mrs. Wyatt. 
Mrs. Rutter. 

Waiters, Servants, and. Attendants. 
x ' ' »• \ ' 1 •, , .j 

‘*1 e ' 

A *Boy. 
A Quacks Mr. Shotterel. 
Lucyt Jlitheas Maid, Mrs. Cory. 

'The SCENE London. 



m 

THE 

Country-Wife. 
ACT I. S C E N E I. 

Enter Horner, and Quack following him at a diflance* 
Hoy. A Quack is as fit for a Pimp, as a Midwife for a Bawd, they are fbili 

but in their way, both helpers of Nature.-— [afide/] — Well, my 
/ t dear Dodtor, haft thou done what I defired ? 
/Qu. I have undone you for ever with the Women, and reported 
i JLm y°u throughout the whole Town as bad as an Eunuch, with as much 

trouble £s if I had made you one in earneft. 
Hor. But have you told all the Mid wives you know, the Orange Wenches at the Piay- 

houfes, the City Husbands, and old Fumbling Keepers of this end of the Town, for 
they’ll be thereadieft to report it. 

jQii; I have told all the Chamber-maids, Waiting-women. Tyre-women, and Old 
Women of my acquaintance ; nay, and whifper’d it as a fecret to ’em, and to the Whif- 
perers of Whitehall ; fo that you need not doubt’twill fpread, and you will be as odious 
to the handfome young Women, as- 

Hor. As the fmall Pox. ——— Well-— 
jQu. And to the married Women of this end of the Town, as 
Hor. "As the great ones > nay, as their own Husbands. 
Qu. And to the City Dames as Annis-feed Robin, of filthy and contemptible memory \ 

and they will frighten their Children with your name, efpecially their Females. 
Hor. And cry Horner's coming to carry you away • i am only afraid ’twill not be. be¬ 

liev’d ^ you told’em it was by an Engljjh-French Difafter, and an Englifh-French Chi- 
rurgeon, who has given me at once, not only a Cure, but an Antidote for the future, 
againft that damn’d Malady, and that worfe Diftemper, Love, and all other Women’s 
Evils. • ";'.' 

Qu. Your late journey into France has made it the more credible, and your being here 
a Fortnight before you appear’d in publick, looks as if you apprehended the fname,which 
I wonder you do not: Well I have been hired by young Gallants to belye ’em t’ other 
way ; but you are the firft wou’d be thought a Man unfit for Women. 

Hor. Dear Mr. Dodtor, let vain Rogues be contented only to be thought abler Men 
than they are, generally ’tisall the pleafurethey have; but mine lies another way. 

Qu. You take, methinks, a very prepofterous way to it, and as ridiculous as if we 
Operators in Phyfick, fiiou’d put forth Bills todifparage our Medicaments, with hopes to 
gain Cuftoraers. B Hor. Dodtor, 



% The Country-Wife. 
Hor. Dodtor, there are Quacks in love, as well as Phyfick, who get but the fewer 

and worfe Patients, for their boafting ; a good name isfeldom got by giving it onesfelf, 
and Women no more than honour are compafs’d by bragging: Come, come Do&or, the 
wifeft Lawyer never difcoveis the merits of his caufc till the tryal \ the wealthieft Man 
conceals his Riches, and the cunning Gamefter his Play ; Shy Husbands and Keepers, like 
old Rooks are not to be cheated, but by a new unpradtic’d trick \ falfe Friendfhip will 
pafs now no more than falfe Dice upon ’em ; no, not in the City. 

* •- Enter Boy. 

Boy. There are two Ladies and a Gentleman coming up. 
Her. A Pox, fome unbelieving Sifters of my former acquaintance, who I am afraid, ex- 

pedt their fenfe fhou’d be Catisfy’d of the faUIty of the report. KEnter Sir Jafp. Fidget, 
No---this formal Fool and Women! 2Lady Fidget, and Mrs, 

jQtt. His Wife and Sifter. ^Dainty Fidget. 
Sr. Jaf My Coach breaking juft now before your door. Sir, I look upon as an occa- 

Jlonal reprimand to me, Sir, for not kiflmg your hands, Sir, lince your coming out of 
France, Sir; and fo my difafter,Sir, has been my good fortune,Sir \ and this is my Wife, 
and Sifter, Sir. 

Hor. What then, Sir ? 
Sr. Jaf. My Lady, and Sifter, Sir.Wife, this is Mafter Horner. 
La. Fid. Mafter Horner, Husband! 
Sr. Jaf. My Lady, my Lady Fidget, Sir. 
Hdr. So, Sir. 
Sr. Jaf. Won’t you be acquainted with her Sir ? 

f So the report is true, I find by his coldnefs or averflon to the Sex ; but I’ll play the 
wag with him.] ' , [Afide. 
Pray falute my Wife, my Lady, Sir. 

Her. I will kifs no Man’s Wife, Sir, for him, Sir ; I have taken my eternal leave, Sir, 
of the Sex already, Sir. 

Sr. Jaf. Hah, hah, hah ; I’ll plague him yet. [Afide. 
Not know my Wife, Sir? 

Hor. Ido know your Wife, Sir, (he’s a Woman, Sir, and confequently a Monfter, Sir, 
agreater Monfter than a Husband, Sir. 

Sr, Jaf. A Husband-, how, Sir? 
Hot. Sq, Sir *, but I make no more Cuckolds, Sir. [[makes horm. 
Sr. Jaf. Hah, hah, hah. Mercury, Mercury. 
La. Fid. Pray, Sir Jafper, let us be gone from this rude Fellow. 
Mrs. Daint. Who, by his breeding, won'd think, he had ever been in France ? 
La. Fid. Foh, he’s but too much a French Fellow, fachas hate Women of quality and 

virtue, for their love to their Husbands, Sir Jafper•, a Woman is hated by ’em as much 
for loving her Husband, as for loving their Money : But pray let’s be gone. 

Hor. You do well. Madam, for l have nothing that you came for: I have brought 
over not fo much as a Bawdy Picturey new Pollutes, nor the fecond Part of the Efcole 
ds Fill a Nor ——-— 

fhg Hold for ihanie, Sir; what d’ye mean? you’ll ruine your felf for ever with the 
§exr-—~ [apart to Hornen 

Sr. Jaf Hah, hah, hah, he hates Women perfedUy I Slid. 
.Bain, What pity ftis he ftou’d. ’ 

La. Fid,- 



The Country-Wife. g 
La. Fid. Ay, he's a bafe rude Fellow for’t j but affectation makes not a Woman more 

odious to them, than Virtue. 
Hor. Becaufe your Virtue is your greateft affe&ation, Madam, 
La. Fid. How, you fawcy Fellow, wou’d you wrong my honour ? 
Hor. If I c-ou’d. 
La.Fid. How d’ye mean, Sir ? 
Sr. Jaf. Hah, hah, hah, no he can't wrong your Lady (hip’s honour, upon my honour y 

he poor Man-.hark you in your ear ——a mere Eunuch. 
La. Fid. O filthy French Beaft,foh,foh } why do we day ? let’s be gone*, I can’t endure 

the fight of him. 
Sr. Jaf. Stay, but till the Chairs come, they’ll be here prefently. 
La. Fid. No, no. 
Sr. Jaf Korean I ftay longer} "tis-——let me fee, a quarter and a half quarter of a mi¬ 

nute paft eleven *, the Council will be fate, I muil away \ bufinefs muft be preferr’d al¬ 
ways before Love and Ceremony with the wife Mr. Horner. 

Hor. And the Impotent Sir Jafper. 
Sr. Jaf Ay, ay, the Impotent Mafter Horner3 hah, hah, hah. 
La. Fid. What leave us with a filthy Man alone in his Lodgings ? 
Sr. Jaf He’s an innocent Man now, you know j pray ftay. I’ll haften the Chairs to 

you—-Mr. Homer your Servant, I (hou’d be glad to fee you at my houfe ; pray 
come and dine with me, and play at Cards with my Wife after dinner, you are fit for 
Women at that game yet, hah, ha-.—-—C’Tis as much a Husband’s prudence to pro¬ 
vide innocent diverfion for a Wife, as to hinder her unlawful pleafures j and he had bet¬ 
ter employ her, than let her employ her felf. [ A fide. 
Farewel. ['Exit Sir Jafper. 

Hor. Your Servant Sir Jafper. 
La. Fid. I will not ftay with him, foh——— 
Hor. Nay, Madam, I befeech you ftay, if it be but to fee, I can be as civil to Ladies 

yet, as they wou’d defire. 
La. Fid. No, no, foh, you cannot be civil to Ladies. 
Bain. You as civil as Ladies wou’d defire. 
La. Fid. No, no, no, foh, foh, foh. [Exeunt Lady Fid. and Dainty. 
Qu. Now I think, I, or you your felf rather, have done your bufinefs with the Women. 
Hor. Thou art anAfs, don’t you fee already, upon the report and my carriage, this 

grave Man of bufinefs leaves his Wife in my Lodgings, invites me to his Houfe and wife, 
who before wou’d not be acquainted with me out of jesloufie. 

Nay, by this means you may be the more acquainted with the Husbands, but the 
lefs with the Wives. 

Hor. Let me alone, if 1 can but abufe the Husbands, I’ll foon difabufe the Wives: 
Stay-I’ll reckon you up the advantages, I am like to have by my Stratagem : 
Firft, I fhall be rid of all my old Acquaintances, the moft infatiable forts of Duns, that 
invade our Lodgings in a Morning: And next to the pleafure of making a New Miftrifs, 
is that of being rid of an old One, and of all old Debts \ Love when it comes to be fo, is 
paid the moft unwillingly. 

Qu. Well you may be fo rid of your old Acquaintances * but how will you get any 
new Ones ? 

/for. Do&or, thou wilt never makea good Chymiff, thou art fo incredulous and im- 
B 2 patient \ 
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patient } ask but all the young Fellows of the Town, if they do not lofe more time 
like Huntfmen, in darting the game, than in running it down} one knows not whereto 
find ’em, who will, or will not } Women of Quality are forivil, you can hardly diftin- 
guifh love from good breeding, and a Man is often miftaken } but now 1 can be fure, (he 
that ihews an averilou to me loves the fport, as thofe Women that are gone, whom I 
warrant to be right: And then the next thing, is your Women of Honour, as you call 
’em, are only chary of their reputations, not their Perfons, and ’tis fcandal they wou’d 
avoid, not Men : Now may 1 have, by the reputation of an Emnch3 the Privileges of 
One : and be feen in a Ladies Chamber in a morning as early as her Husband } kifs Vir¬ 
gins before their Parents, or Lovers} and may be in fhort the Pas par tout of the Town. 
Now, Doftor. 

£«..Nay, now you fhall be the Do&or} and your Procefs is fo new, that we do not 
know but it may fucceed. 

Hor. Not fo new neither, Probatum eft, Do<ftor. 
Oh. Well, l with you luck and many Patients whil’ft I go to mine. [Exit Quack. 

Enter Harcourt, and Dorilant to Horner. 
Har. Come, your appearance at the Play yeflerday, has 1 hope hardned you for the 

future againfl: the Womens contempt, and the Mens raillery } and now you’ll abroad as 
you were wont. 

Hor. Did I not bear it bravely ? 
Dor. With a mod Theatrical impudence} nay more than the Orange-Wenches (hew 

there, or a drunken Vizard Mask, or a great belly’d A&refs-, nay, or the moffc impudent 
of Creatures, an ill Poet} or what is yet more impudent, a fecond-nand Critick. 

Hor. But what fay the Ladies, have they no pity ? 
Har. What Ladies ? the Vizard Mafques you know never pity a Man when all’s gone, 

though in their Service. 
Dor. And for the Women in the Boxes, you’d never pity them, when ’twas in your 

power. 
Har. They fay, ’tis pity but all that deal with common Women fhou’d beferv’d fo. 
Dor. Nay, 1 dare fwear, they won't admit you to play at Cards with them, go to 

Plays with ’em, or do the little duties which other Shadows of Men are wont to do 
for ’em. 

Hor. Who do you call Shadows of Men ? 
Dor. Half Men. 
Hor. What Boys ? 
Dcr. Ay, your old Boys, old Beaux Garcons, who like fuperannuated Stallions are 

fuffer’d to run, feed, and whinny with the Mares as long as they live, though they can 
do nothing elfe. 

Hor. Well, a Pox on love and wenching. Women ferve but to keep a Man from bet¬ 
ter Company} though I can’t enjoy them, I (hall you the more*, good fellowlhip and 
friendfhip, are lading, rational and manly pleafures. 

Har. For all that give me fome of thofe pleafures, you call effeminate too, they help 
to relifii one another. 

Hor. They difiurb one another. 
Har. No, Miftrefles are like Books} if you pore upon them too much, they doze you, 

and make you unfit for Company } but if us’d difcreetlv, you are the fitter for conver- 
fation by ’em. 

Dor. A 
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Dor. A Mifttefs ihou’d belike a little Country Retreat near the Town, not to dwell 

in conftantly, but only for anight and away to tafle the Town the better^hen a 
Man returns. 

Bor. I tell you, ’tis as hard to be a good Fellow, a good Friend, and a Lover of Wo¬ 
men, as ’tis to be a good Fellow, a good Friend, and a Lover of Money : You cannot fol¬ 
low both, then choofe your fide *, Wine gives you liberty, Love takes it away. 

jDor. Gad, he’s in the right on’t. 
Bor. Wine gives you joy. Love grief and tortures , befides the Chirurgeon’s Wine 

makes us witty, Love only fots: Wine makes us deep, Love breaks it. 
Dor. By the World he has reafon, Bar court. 
Bor. Wine makes- 
Dor. Ay, Wine makes us--makes us Princes, Love makes us Beggars, poor 

Rogues, y gad —-— and Wine-- 
Bor. So, there’s one converted.—-No,no, Love and Wine, Oil and Vinegar. 
Bar. I grant it j Love will ftill be uppermoll. 
Bor. Come, for my part I will have only thofe glorious, manly plealures of being 

very drunk, and very flovenly. 
Enter Boy. 

Boy. Mr. Sparkjfl} is below, Sir. 
Bar. What, my dear Friend ! a Rogue that is fond of me, only I think forabufing him. 
Dor. No, he can no more think the Men laugh at him, than that Women jilt him,, his 

opinion of himfelf is fo good. 
Dor. Weil, there’s another pleafureby drinking, I thought not of, I fhall lofe his ac¬ 

quaintance, becaufe he cannot drinks and you know ’tis a very hard thing to be rid of 
him, for he’s one of thofe naufeous offerers at wit, who like the worft Fidlers run them- 
felves into all Companies. 

Bar. One, that by being in the Company of Men of fenfe wou’d pafs for one. 
Bor. And may fo to the ihoft.fighted World, as a falfe Jewel amongft true ones, is 

not difeenfd at a diftance j his Company is as troublefome to us, as a Cuckolds, when 
you have a mind to his Wife’s. 

Bar. No, the Rogue will not let us enjoy one another, but ravifhes our conversion, 
though he fignifies no more to’t, than Sir Martin Mar-aW% gaping, and auker’d thrpmming 
upon the Lute, does to his Man’s Voice, and Mufick. 

Dor. And to pafs for a Wit in Town, (hews himfelf a Fool every night to us, that are 
guilty of the Plot. 

Hon Such Wits as he, are,to a Company of reafonable Men, like Rooks to the Game- 
fters, who only fill a room at the Table, but are fo far from contributing to the-Play,that 
they only ferve to fpoil the fancy of thofe that do. 

• Dor. Nay, they are us’d like Rooks too, fnub’d, check’d, and abus’d *, yet the Rogues 
will hang on. ' 

Bor. A Pox on ’em, and all that force Nature, and wou’d be if ill what (lie forbids ’em •> 
Affc&ation is her greatefl Monfter. 

Har. Mofl: Men are the contraries to that they woo’d feem 5 your Bully you fee, is a 

Coward with a long Sword \ the little humbly fawning Phyfician with his Ebony Cane, 
is he that deilroys Men. 

Dor. Thellfurer, a poor Rogue, poflefs’d of moldly Bonds, and Mortgages;. and we 
they call Spend-thrifts, are only wealthy, who lay out his money upon daily new pur° 
chafes of pleafure. ‘ Bor. Ay, 
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Hor. Ay, your erranteft Cheat, is your Truftee, or Executor y your jealous Man, the 

greateft Cuckold y your Church-man, the greateft Atheift y and your noifie pert Rogue 
of a Wit, the greateft Fop, dulleft Afs, and worft Company, as you /hall fee: For 
here he comes. 

'Enter Sparkiih to them, 
Spar. How is’t, Sparks, how is’t ? Well Faith, Harry, \ muft railly thee a little, ha,ha, 

ha, upon the report in Town of thee, ha, ha, ha, I can’t hold y Faith > fhall I fpeak ? 
Hor. Yes, but you’ll be fo bitter then. 
Spar. Honeft Dick, and Frank here (ball anfwer for me, I will not be extreme bitter, by 

the Univerfe. 
Har. We will be bound in ten thoufand pound Bond, he (hall not be bitter at all. 
Dor. Nor fbarp, nor fweet. 
Hor. What, not down right infipid ? 
Spar, Nay then, fince you are fo brisk, and provoke me, take what followsy you muft 

know, I was difcourfing and raillying with fome Ladies yefterday, and they hapned to 
talk of the fine new Signs in Town. 

Hor. Very fine Ladies I believe. 
Spar. Said I, I know where the beft new Sign is. Where, fays one of the Ladies? In/ ( 

Covent-Garden, I reply’d. Said another, in what Street? In Ruffd-ftreet, anfwer’d I. Lord 
fays another, I’m fure there was ne’er a fine new Sign there yefterday. Yes, but there was, 
faid I again, and it came out of France, and has been there a fortnight. 

Dor. A Pox, I can hear no more, prethee. 
Hor. No hear him outy let him tune his crowd a while. 
Flar. The worft Mulick the greateft preparation. 
Spar. Nay, faith,I’ll make you laugh. It cannot be, fays a third Lady. Yes, yes, quoth 

I again. Says a fourth Lady,- 
Hor. Lookto’r, we’ll have no more Ladies. 
Spar. No.-then mark, mark, now, faid I to the fourth, did you never fee Mr. 

Homer y he lodges in Rnffel ftreet, and he’s a fign of a Man, you know, fince he came out 
of France, heh, hah, he. 

Hor. But the Devil take me, if thine be the fign of a jeft. 
Spar. With that they all fell a laughing, till they bepifs’d themfelves? what, but it 

does not move you, raethinks ? well fee one had as good go to Law without a witnefs, 
as break a jeft without a laughter on ones fide.-Come, come Sparks, but-where do we 
.dine, I have left at Whitehall an Earl to dine with you. 

Dor. Why, I thought thou hadft lov’d a Man with a Title better, than a Suit with a 
French trimming to’t. * 

Har. Go to him again. 
Spar. No, Sir, a wit to me is the greateft Title in the World. 
Hor. But go dine with your Earl, Sir, he may be exceptions j we are your Friends,and 

will not take it ill to be left, I do allure you. 
Har. Nay, faith he (hall go to him. 
Spar. Nay, pray Gentlemen. 
Dor. We’ll thruft you out, if you wo’not, what difappoint any Body for us? 
Spar. Nay, dear Gentlemen hear me. 
Hor. No, no, Sir, by no meansy pray, go Sir. 
Spar. Why, dear Rogues. [.They all thrufi him out of the room'. 

' Dort No. 
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Dor. No, no. 
All. Ha, ha, ha. * [Spar, returns. 
Spur. But, Sparks, pray kear me j what d’ye think I’ll eat then with gay (hallow 

Fops, and filent Coxcombs ? I think wit as neceflary at dinner, as a glafs of good wine, 
and that’s the reafon I never have any ftomach when I eat alone--Come, but where 
do we dine ? 

Hoy. Ev’n where you will. 
Spur. At Chatelines. 
Dor. Yes, if you will. 
Spar. Or at the CocK 
Dor. Yes, if you pleafe. 
Spar. Or at the Dog and Partridge. 
Bor. Ay, if you have a mind to’t, for we (hall dine at neither. 
Spar. Plhaw, with your fooling we (hall lofe the new Play *, and I wou’d no more mils 

feeing anew Play the firft day, than I wou’d mifsfetting in the Wits Row 5 therefore I’ll 
go fetch my Miftrifs and away. [Exit Sparkifh. 

Manent Horner, Harcourt, Dorilant Enter to them Mr. Pinchwife. 
Hot. Who have we here, Pinchwife ? 

Mr. Pinch. Gentlemen, your humble Servant. 
Bor. Well, Jack^ by thy long abfence from the Town,the grumnefs of thy countenance, 

and the flovenlynefs of thy habit; I (hou’d give thee joy, (hou’d I not, of Marriage ? 
Mr.Pin. [Death does he know I’m married too ? I thought to have conceal’d it from 

him at lea ft.] • \_Afide. 
My long ftay in the Country will excufe my drefs, and I have a fuit of Law, that brings 
me up to Town, that puts me out of humour * befidesl muft give Sparkjjh to morrow 
five thoufand pound to lie with my Sifter. 

Bor. Nay, you Country Gentlemen rather than not purchafe, will buy any thirig, 
and he is acrackt Title, if we may quibble: Well, but am Ito give thee joy, I heard 
thou wert marry’d ? 

Mr. Pin. What then ? 
Bor. Why, the next thing that is to be heard, is thou’rt a Cuckhold. 
Mr. Pin. Infupportable name. lAfide. 
Bor. But I did not expeft Marriage from fuch a Whoremafter as you, one that knew 

the Town fo much, and Women fo well. 
Mr. Pin. Why, I have marry’d no London Wife. 
Bor. Plhaw, that’s all one, that grave circumfpeftion in marrying a Country W’ife, 

is like refilling a deceitful pamper’d Smithfield Jade, to go and be cheated by a Friend 
in the Country. 

Mr. Pin. A Pox on him and his Simile. * LAfide. 
At leaft we are little furer of the breed there, know whather keeping has been, whether 
foyl’d or unfound. 

Bor. Come, come, I have known a clap gotten in IVales, and there are Cozens, Judi¬ 
ces Clerks, and Chaplains In the Country, I won’t fay Coach-men ; but (lie’s handfome 
and young ? 

Pin. I’ll anfwer as I fhou’d do. \_Afide. 
No, no, (be has no beauty, but her youth \ no attraction, but her modefty, wholefome, 
homely, and hufwifely, that’s all. . 

Dar. He 
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Dor. Me talks as like a Grader as he looks. 
fin. She’s too auker’d, ill-favour’d, and iilly to bring to Town. 
Har. Then methinks you fhou’d bring her, to be taught breeding. 
Tin. To be taught; no, Sir, I thank you, good Wives, and private Souldiers fhou’cl 

be ignorant.-(Til keep her from your inftru&ions, I warrant you. - 
Har. The Rogue is as jealous, as if his Wife were not ignorant. CAfid*. 
Bor. Why, if (he be ili-favour’d, there will be lefs danger here for you, than by lea¬ 

ving her in the Country; we have fuch variety of dainties that we are feldom hungry. 
Dor. But they have always courfe, conftant, Twinging ftomachs in the Country. 
Har. Foul Feeders indeed. 
Dor. And your Hofpitality is great there. 
Har. Open houfe, every Man’s welcome. 
Tin. So, To, Gentlemen. 
Hor. But prethee, why woud’ft thou marry her? if The be ugly, til bred, and lilly, 

die mull be rich then. 
Tin. As rich as if Ihe brought me twenty thoufand pound out of this Town, for (he’ll 

be as fure not to fpend her moderate portion, as a London Baggage wou’d be to fpend 
hers, let it be what it wou’d : To ’tis all one .* then becaufe,(he’s ugly, (he’s the likelier 
to be my own ; and being ill-bred, (he'll hate converge ion ; and hnce ally and innocent, 
will not know the difference betwixt a Man of one and twenty, and one of forty., 

Hor. Nine—to my knowledge •, but if (he: e ally, (he’ll expert as much from a Man 
of forty nine, as from him of one and twenty m methinks wit is more neceffary than 
beauty, and I think no young Woman ugly that has it, and no handfome Woman agree¬ 
able without it. 

Tin. ’Tis my maxim, he’s a Fool that marries, but he’s a greater that does not marry 
a Fool ; what is wit in a Wife good for, but to make a Man a Cuckold ? 

Hor. Yes, to keep it from his knowledge. 
Tin. A Fool cannot contrive to make her Husband a Cuckold. 
Hor. No, but (lie’ll club with a Man that can ; and what is worfe, if (he cannot make 

her Husband a Cuckold, (he 11 make him jealous, and pafs for one, and then ’tis ail one. 
Tin. Weil, well, I’ll take care for one, my Wife (hall make me no Cuckold, though 

(he had your help, Mr .Horner ; l underftand the Town, Sir. 
Dor. His help ! ZAfide. 
Ear. He’s come newly to Town it feems, and has not heard how things are with him. 

[Afide. 
Hor. But tell me, has Marriage cured thee of whoring, which it feldom does. 
Har. ’Tis more than age can do. 
Hor. No, the word is, I’ll marry and live honed:; but a Marriage Vow is like a peni¬ 

tent Gamefter’s Oath, and entring into Bonds, and Penalties to (lint himfelf to fuch a par¬ 
ticular fmallfum at play for the future, which makes him but the more eager, and not 
being able to hold out, lofeshis Money again; and hisTorfeit to boot. 

Dor. Ay, ay, a Gamefter will be a Gamefter, whilft his Money lads; and a Whore - 
matter, whilft his vigour. 

Har. Nay, 1 have known ’em, when they are broke and can lofe no more, keep a fum¬ 
bling with the Box in their hands to fool with only, and hinder other Gamefters. 

Dor. That had wherewithal to make lutty (lakes. 
Tin. Well, Gentlemen, you may laugh at me, but you fhall never lie with my Wife, I 

know the Town. 1 Hor. But 
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Mor. But prethee, was not the way you were in better, is hot keeping better than 

Marriage ? 
Pin. A Pox on’t, the Jades wou'd jilt me, I cou’d never keep a Whore to my feif. 
Hoy. So then youonly marry’d to keep a Whore to your felf} well, but let me tell 

you, Women, as you fay, are like S-ouIdiers, made conftant and loyal by good pay, ra¬ 
ther than by Oaths and Covenants, therefore I’dadvife my Friends to keep rather than 
marry} fince too l find by your example, it does not ferve ones turn, for l faw you ye- 
fterday in the eighteen penny place with a pretty Country-wench. 

Pin. How the Devil, did he fee my Wife then t 1 fate there that fhe might not be 
feen ; but fhe fhall never go to a Play again. [Afidc. 

Hor. What dolt thou bluCh at nine and forty, for having been feen with a Wench ? 
Lor. No, Faith, 1 warrant ’twas his Wife, which he feated there out of fight,for he’s 

a cunning Rogue, and underftands the Town. 
Hay. He blufhes, then ’twas his Wife } for Men are now more afhamed to be feen with 

them in publick, than with a Wench. 
Pin. Hell and damnation, I’m undone, fince Horner has feen her, and they know 

'twas fhe. £Afde. 
s Hor. But prethee, was it thy Wife ? fhe was exceedingly pretty \ I was in love with 

her at that diflance. 
Pin. You are like never to be nearer to her. Your Servant Gentlemen. [Offers to go. 
Hoy. Nay, prethee flay. 
Pin. I cannot, I will not. 
Hor. Come, you fhall din with us. 
Pin. I have din’d already. 
Hor. Come, 1 know thou haft not \ I’ll treat thee dear Rogue, thou fha’tfpend none of 

thy Hatnpjhire Money to day. 
Pin. Treat me •, fo he uies me already like his Cuckold. £Afde. 
Hor. Nay, you fhall not go. 
Pin. I mult, I have bufinefsat home. [Exit Pinchwife. 
Hor. To beat his Wife, he’s as jealous of her, as a Cheap fide Husband of a Covent- 

garden Wife. 
Hor. W hy, ’tis as hard to find an old Whoremafter without Jealoufie and the Gout, as 

a young one without Fear or the Pox. 
As Gout in Age, from Pox in Youth proceeds \ 
So Wenching paft, then Jealoufie fucceeds : 
The worft Difeafe that Love and Wenching breeds. 

A C T 11. SCENE I. 

Mrs. Margery Pinchwife, and Alithea: Mr. Pinchwife peeping behind at the door. 

Mrs. Tin. T)Ray, Sifter, where are the beft Fields and Woods, to walk insin London t 
Jl Alit. A pretty Queftion *, why Sifter! Mulberry Garden^ and St: James's 

Parkj and for clofe walks the New Exchange. 
Mrs.Pin. Pray, Sifter, tell me why my Husband looks fo grum here in Town:* and 

keeps me up fo clofe, and will not let me go a walking, nor let me wear my beft Gown 
yefterday ? C Adth. Q 
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Alith. O he’s jealous, Siller. 
Mrs. Tin. Jealous, what’s that? 
Alith ^ He’s afraid you fhou’d love another Man. 
Mn. Tin. How fhou’dhe be afraid'of my loving another Man, when he will not let 

n:e fee any but himfelf. 
Alith. Did he not carry you yefterday to a Play ? " 
Mrs. Tin. Ay, but we fate amongft ugly People \ he wou’d not let me come near the 

Gentry, who fate under us, fo that l cou’d not fee ’em: He told me none but naughty 
Women fate there,whom they tous’d and mous’d -7 but I wou’d have ventur’d for all that. 
. Alith. But how did you like the Play ? 

Mrs. Pin. Indeed I was weary of the Play, but I lik’d hugeoufly the Aftors j they are 
the goodlieft propereft Men, Sifter. 

Alith. O but you muft not like the Adors, Sifter* 
Mrs. Pin. Ay, how fhou’d I help it. Sifter ? Pray, Sifter, when my Husband comes in, 

will you ask leave for me to go a walking ? 
Alith. A walking, hah, ha *, Lord, a Country Gentlewomans pleafure is the drudgery 

of a'Foot-poft7 and fhe requires as much airing as her Husband’s Horfes. [ Afide. 
Enter. Mr. Pinchwife to them. 

But here comes your Husband; I’ll ask, though I’m fure he’l not grant it. 
Mrs. Pin. He fays he won’t let me go abroad, for fear of catching the Pox. 
Alitb. Fie, the fmall Pox you fiiou’d fay. 
Mrs. Pin. Oh my dear, dear Bud, welcome home j why doft thou look £b fropifh, who 

has nanger’d thee ? , 
Mr. Pin. You’re a Fool. ' [_Mrs. Pinch, goes afide y and cries. 
Alith. Faith fo fhe is, for crying for no fault, poor tender Creature! 
Mr. Pin. What you wou’d have her as impudent as your felf, as errant a Jilflirt, a 

Gadder, a Magpy^and to fay all, a meer notorious Town-Woman ? 
Alitb. Brother, you are my only Cenfurer \ and the honour of your Family fhall 

fooner fufter in your Wife there, than in me, though I take the innocent liberty of the 
Town. 

Mr. Pin. Hark you Miftrifs, do not talk fo before my Wife, the innocent Kberty of 
the Town ! 

Alith. Why, pray, who boafts of any Intrigue with me ? what Lampoon has made my 
name notorious ? what ill Women frequent my Lodgings? I keep no Company with any 
Women of fcandalous reputations. 

Mr. Pin. No, you keep the Men of fcandalous reputations Company. 
Alith. Where ? wou’d you not have me civil? anfwer ’em in a Box at the Plays? in 

the Drawing-room at Whitebait in St. James's Park] Mnlberry.garden ? or_ 
APr. Pin. Hold, hold, do not teach my Wife, where the Men are to be found ? I 

believe fhe’s the worfe for your Town-documents already ? I bid you keep her in igno¬ 
rance as 1 do. 

AMs. Pin. Indeed be not angry with her Bud, fhe will tell me nothing of the Town, 
though I ask her a thoufand times a day. 

Air. Pin. Then you are very inquifitive to know, 1 find ? 
Mrs. Pin. Not I,!ndeed, Dear, i hate London j our Place-houfe in the Country is worth, 

a thoufand oft, vau’d 1 were there again. 

Mr. Ph. 
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Mr. Pin. So you (hall 1 warrant * but were you not talking of Plays, and Players, when 

I came in ? you are her encourager in fuch difeourfes. 
Mrs. Pin. No indeed, Dear, (he chid me jud now for liking the Player Men. 
Mr. Pin. Nay, if ihe be fo innocent as to own .to me her liking them, there is no hurt 

in’t-- \Aftde, 
Come my poor Rogue, but thou lik’d none better than me ? 

Mrs. Pin. Yes indeed, but I do, the Player Men are finer Folks. 
Mr. Pin. But you love none better than me ? 
Mrs. Pin. You are my own Dear Bud, and I know you, I hate a Stranger. 
Mr. Pin. Ay,my Dear, you mud love me only,and not be like the naughty Town Wo¬ 

men, who only hate their Husbands, and love every Man elfe, love Plays, Vifits, fine 
Coaches, fine Cloaths, Fiddles, Balls, Treats, and fo lead a wicked Town-life. 

Mrs. Pin. Nay, if to enjoy all thefe things be a Town-life, London is not fo bad a place. 
Dear. ’ | -T;V ~ v" : 

Mr. Pin. How ! ifyouloveme, ybu mud hate London. 
Alith. The Fool has forbid me difeovering to her the pleafures of the Town, and he 

is now fetting her agog upon them himfelf. 
Mrs. Pin. But, Husband, do the Town-women love the Player-men too ? 
Mr. Pin. Yes, I warrant you. 
Mrs. Pin. Ay, I warrant you. 
Mr. Pin. Why, you do not, I hope? 
Mrs. Pin. No, no, Bud ; but why have we no Player-men in the Country ? 
Mr.Pin. Ha-—Mrs. Minx, ask me no more to go to a Play. 
Mrs. Pin. Nay, why. Love ? I did not care for goings but when you forbid me, you 

make as ’twere defire it. 
Alith. So ’twill be in other things, I warrant. £ Afide. 
Mrs. Pin. Pray, let me go to a Play, Dear. 
Mr. Pin. Hold your Peace, I wo^not. 
Mrs. Pin. Why, Love? ” 
Mr. Pin. Why, I’ll tell you. 
Alith. Nay, if he tell her, (heil give him more caufe to forbid her that place. £ A fide. 
Mrs. Pin. Pray, why. Dear ? 
Mr. Pin. Fird, you like the Adtors, and the Gallants may like you. 
Mrs. Pin. What, a homely Country Girl ? no Bud, do body will like me. 
Mr. Pin. I tell you, yes, they may. 
Mrs. Pin. No, no, you jed—1 won’t believe you, I will go. 
Mr. Pin. I tell you then, that one of the lewded Fellows in Town,who faw you there, 

told me he was in love with you. , ^ T 
Mrs.Pin. Indeed/ who, who, pray who was’t ? 
Mr. Pin. I’ve gone too far,and dipt before 1 was aware; how overjoy’d (he is! £AJide. 
Mrs. Pin. Was it any Hampshire Gallant, any of our Neighbours ? I promife you, I am 

beholding to him. 
Mr. Pin. I promife you, you lye \ for he wou’d but ruin you, as he has done hundreds: 

he has no other love for Women, but that, fuch as he, look upon Women like Balilisks, 
but to dedroy ’em. 

Mrs. Pin. Ay, but if he loves me, why (hould he ruin me? anfwer me to that: me- 
thinks he (hou’d not, I wou’d do him no harm. 

C 2 Alith. 
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Hlith. Ha, ha, ha. 
Mr.Pin. ’Tis very well*, but I’ll keep him from doing you any harm* or me cither. 

Enter Sparkifh and Harcourt. 
But here comes Company, get you in, gee you in. 

Mrs. Pin. But pray, Husband, is he a pretty Gentleman, that loves me? 
Mr. Pin. In Baggage, in. [Thrufts her in, fonts the door. 

What, all the lewd Libertines of the Town brought to my Lodging,, by this ealle Cox¬ 
comb ! S’death I’ll not Buffer ir. 

Spar. Here Harcourt, do you approve my choice? Dear, little Rogue, I told yoa I’d 
bring you acquainted with all my Friends, the wits and— fHarcourt falutes her. 

Mr. Pin\ Ay, they fhall know her, as well as you yourfdf will, I warrant you. 
Spar. This is one of thofe, my pretty Rogue, that are to dance at your Wedding to 

morrow ? and him youmuftbid welcome ever, to what you and 1 have. 
Mr.Pin. Monftrous! - [JJide. 
Spar. Harcourt how doff: thou like her, Faith ? Nay, Dear, do not look down *, I lhould 

hate to have a Wife of mine out of countenance at any thing,. 
Mr. Pin. Wonderful l 
Spar. Tell me,, 1 fay, Harcourt, how doll thou like her? thou haft flar’d upon her 

enough, to refolveme. * * ** 
Har. So infinitely well, that I cou’d wifh I had a Miftrifs too, that might differ from 

her in nothing, but her love and engagement to you. 
Alith, Sin, Mailer Sparkifo has often told me, that his Acquaintance were all Wits and 

Raillieurs, and now 1 find it. 
Spdr. No, by the Univerfe, Madam, he does not railly now •, you may believe him: I 

doaffure you, he is the honefteft, worthieft, true-hearted Gentleman—AManoffuch 
perfect honour, he wou’d fay nothing to a Lady, he does not mean. 

Mr. Pin. Praifing another Man to his Miftrifs /. 
Har. Sir, you are fo beyond expe&ation obliging, that-- 
Spar. Nay, 1 gad, I am fure you do admire her extremely, I fee’t in your Eyes.;- 

He does admire you,Madam.-By the World, don’t you ? 
Har. Yes* above the World, or, the molt Glorious part of it, her whole Sexand till 

now I never thought I fhou’d have envied you, or any Man about to marry, but you have 
the bell excufe for Marriage 1 ever knew. 

JUith. Nay, now, Sir, I’m fatisfied you are of the Society of the Wits, and Raillieurs, 
fince you cannot fpare your Friend, even when he is but too civil to you \ but the fureft 
fign is, fince you are an Enemy to Marriage, for that 1 hear you hate as much as bulinefs 
or bad Wine.. 

Har. Truly, Madam, I was never an Enemy to Marriage, till now, , becaufe Marriage 
was never an Enemy to me before. — 

Alith. But why, Sir, is Marriage an Enemy to you now ? Becaufe it robs you of your 
Friend here 5 for you look upon a Friend married, as one gone into a Monaftery, that is 
dead to the World. 

Har. ’Tis indeed, becaufe you marry him ; I fee Madam, you can guefs my meaning: 
Idoconfefs heartily and openly, I w;fh it were ia my power to break the Match,, by 
Heavens I wou’d. 

Spar. Poor Frank,! ' 
Jilitb. Wou’d you be fo unkind to me ? . 

Har. No, 

41 
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Har. No, no, ’tis not becaufe I wpu’d be unkind to you. 
Spar. Poof Franks, no gad, ’tis only his kindnefs to me. 
Fin. Great kindnefs to you indeed •, infenfible Fop, let a Man make love to bis Wife 

to his face. ' [ A fide. 
Spar. Come dear' Frank,, for all my Wife there, that (hall be, thou (halt enjoy me fome- 

times dear Rogue; by my honour, we Men of wit condole for our deceafed Brother in 
Marriage, as much as for one dead in earned: : I think that was prettily laid of me, ha, 
Harcourt ?- But come Franks, be not melancholy for me. 

Har. No 1 allure you, I am not melancholy for you. 
Spar. Prethee, Franks, dolt think my« Wife that (Hall be there a fine Perfon ? 
Har. I cou’d gaze upon her, till I became as blind as you are. 
Spar. How, as lam! how! 
Har. Becaufe you are a Lover, and true Lovers are blind, Rock-blind. 

, Spar. True, true’, but by the World (he has wit too, as well as beauty : go, go 
with her into:a corner, and try if (he has wit, talk to her any thing, file’s balhful be¬ 
fore me. 

Har. Indeed if a Woman wants wit in a corner, fhe has it no where. 
Alith. Sir, you difpofe of me a little before your time. —— {Afide to Sparkilh. 
Spar. Nay, nay, Madam let me have an earneft of your obedience, or—™^go, go, 

Madam- [Harcourt courts Alithea afide. 
Pin. How, Sir, if you are not concern’d for the honour of a Wife, f am for that of a 

Sifter 5 he lhall not debauch her : be a Pander to your own Wife, bring Men to her, let 
’em make love before your Face, thruft ’em into a corner together, then leave ’em in 
private ! is this your Town wit and conduct ? 

Spar. Hah, ha, ha, a filly wife Kogue, wou’d make one laugh more than a ftark Foof, 
ha, ha j I lhall burft. Nay you lhall notdifturb ’em \ I’ll vex thee, by the World. 

{Straggles with Pinch, to keep him from Harcourt and Alith. 
Alith. The Writings are drawn, Sir, Settlements made; ’tis too late. Sir, and paft all 

revocation. 
Har. Then fo is my death. 
Alith. I wou’d not be unjuft: to him, 
Har. Then why to me fo ? 
Alith. I have no obligation to you, 
Har. My love. 
jilith. 1 had his before, 
Har. You never had it \ lie wants you fee jealoufie, the only infallible fign of it. 
AUth. Love proceeds from efteem; he cannot diftruft my virtue, befides he loves me, 

or he wou’d not marry me. 
Har. Marrying you, is no more fign of his love, than bribing your Woman, that he 

may marry you, is a fign of his generofity: Marriage is rather a fign of intereft, than 
love; and he that marries a Fortune, covets a Miftrefs, not loves her : But if you take 
Marriage for a fign of love, take it from me immediately. 

Alith. No, now you have put a fcruple in my head ; but in fhort. Sir, to end our dif- 
pute, I muft marry him, my reputation wou’d fuffer in the World elfe. 

Har. No* if you do marry him, with your pardon, Madam, your reputation fuffers 
in the World, and you wou’d be thought in neceffity for a Cloak 

Alith. Nay, 
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Alitb. Nay, now you arc rude, Sir. ——« Mr. Sp&fyft0 pray come hither* your Friend 

here is very troublefom, and very loving. 
Har, Hold, hold,- [Afidt to Allthea. 
Mr. Pin. D’ye hear that ? 
Spar. Why, d’ye think I’ll feem to be jealous, like a Country Bumpkin ? 
Mr. Pin. No, rather be a Cuckold, like a credulous Cit. 
Har. Madam, you wou'd not have been fo little generous as to have told him. 
Alitb. Yes, fince you cou’d be fo little generous, as to wrong him. 
Bar. Wrong him, no Mancando’c, he’s beneath an injury, a Bubble, a Coward, a 

fenflefs Idiot, a Wretch fo contemptible td all the World but you, that——- 
Alitb. Hold, do not rail at him, for fince he is like to be my Husband, 1 am refold’d 

to like him: Nay, I think I am oblig’d to tell him, you are not his Friend.—Mailer Spar- 
kijh-, Matter Sparkifh. 

Spar. What, what; now dear Rogue, has not fhe wit? 
Bar. Not fo much as I thought, and hoped file had. [Speaks furlily. 
Alitb. Mr. Sparkjjh, do you bring People to rail at you? 
Har. Madam- 

Spar. How ! no; but if he does rail at me, ’tis but in jeft I Warrant * what we Wits do ■ 
for one another, arid never take any notice of it. 

Alitb. He fpoke fo fcurriloufly of you, I had no patience to hear him ; befides he has 
been making love to me. 

Har. True damn’d tell-tale-Woman. [Afide: 
Spar. Pihaw, to Ihew his parts —. we Wits rail and make love often, but to fhew our 

parts; as we have no attentions, fo we have no malice, we^—«—■ 
Alitb. He faid you were a Wretch, below an injury. 
Spar. Pfhaw. 
Har. Damn’d, fenflefs, impudent, virtuous Jade \ well fince (he won’t let me have her, 

fliedl do as good, (he’ll make me hate her. 
Alitb. A common Bubble. 
Spar. Pfhaw. 
Alitb. A Coward. 
Spar. Pfhaw, Pfhaw. 
Alitb. A fenflefs driveling Idiot. 
Spar. How, did he difparage my parts ? Nay, then my honour’s concern’d, I can’t put 

up that, Sir; by the World, Brother help me to kill him ; (I may draw now, fince we 
have the odds of him : — ’tis a good occafion too before my Miftrifs) — [Afidz* 

[Offers to draw. 
Alitb. Hold, hold. 
Spar. What, what. 
Alitb. I mult not let ’em kill the Gentleman neither, for his kindnett to me *, I am fb fht 

from hating him, that I wifli my Gallant had his perfon and underftanding:- 
(Nay if my honour  - [Afide. 

Spar. I’ll be thy death. 
Alitb. Hold, hold, indeed to tell the truth, the Gentleman faid after all, that what he 

ipoke, was but out of friendlhip to you. 
Spar. How! fay,.l am, I am a Fool, that is no wit, out of friendflflp to me. 

AUth. Yes, 
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AUth. Yes, to try whether J was concern’d enough for yon, and made love to me only 

to be fatisfy’d of my virtue, for your fake. , 
Har. Kind however ——— [ Ajide. 
Spar. Nay, if it were fo, my dear Rogue, I ask thee pardon j but why wotrd not you 

tell me fo, faith. 
Bar. Becanfe I did not think on’t, faith. 
Spar. Come, Horner does not come, Har court let !s be gone to the new Play. — Come9 

Madam. 
Alith. I will not go, if you intend to leave me alone in the Box, and run into the Pit, 

as you ufe to do. 
Spar. Plhaw, Pll leave Harcourt with you in the Box, to entertain you, and that’s as 

good $ if I fate in the Box, I Ihou’d be thought no Judge, but of Trimmings.-Come 
away Harcourt, lead her down \JExeum Sparkilh, Harcourt, and Alithea.> 

Pin. Well, go thy ways, for the flower of the true Town Fops, fuch as fpend their 
Eftates, before they come to ’em, andare Cuckolds before they’re married. But let me 
go look to my own Free-hold—How- 

Enter my Lady Fidget, Miflrifs Dainty Fidget, and Miflrifs Squeamifh. 
La. Fid. Your Servant, Sir, where is your Lady ? we are come to waifc uppn her to the 

•’new Play. 
Pin. New Play it i.> - 
La. Fid. And my Husband will wait upon you prefently.^. 
Pin. Damn your civility-— . 9% ; v L-dft&d 

Madam, by no means, I will not fee Sir Jafper here, till 1 have waited upon him at home , 
nor /hall my Wife fee you, till (he has waited upon your Lady/hip at your Lodgings. 

La. Fid. Now we are here. Sir-- 
Pin. No, Madam. 
Vain, Pray, let us fee her. 
Scfueam. We will not ftir, till we fee her. 
Pin. A Pox on you all■ -- (Afide.) [ Goes to the door, and returns 

foe has lock’d the door, and is gone abroad. 
La. Fid. No, you have lock’d the door, and foe’s within. 
Vain. They told us below, foe was here. 
Pin. gWili nothing do ? 3.-- Well itmuftout then, to tell you the truth, La¬ 

dies, which I was afraid to let you know before, left it might endanger your lives, my 
Wife has juft now the fmali Pox come out upon her, do not be frighten'd , but pray, be 
gone Ladies, you foall not ft ay here in danger of your livesj pray get you gone Ladies, 

La. Fid. No^no, we have all had’em. ; » 
Squeam. Alack, alack ! cl -onon ■ o; j fb; 
Vain. Come, come, we muft fee haw it goes with her, I underftand the Difeafe. 
La. Fid. Come. > ? • : * 5 :n 
Pin. Well, there is no being too hard for Women at their owp weapon, Lying,, there- 

fore I’ll quit the Field. (Afide.) > [Exit Pinchwife. 
Squeam Here’s an example of jealoufie. 
La. Fid. indeedasthe World goes, 1 wonder there are no more jealous, ftnce Wives 

are fo negleded. *v iO 
Vain. Pfoaw, as the World goes, to what end fiiou’d they be jealous ?. 
La. Fid. Fob, 'tis a nafty World, 

Squcatrf, 



? 6 The 'Country-Wife* 
SqHeam. That Men of parts, great acquaintance, and quality, fliou’d take up with,and 

fpend themfelves and fortunes, in keeping little Play-houfe Creatures, foh. 
La. Fid. Nay, that Women of underftanding, great acquaintance, and good quality, 

(hou’d fall a keeping too of little Creatures, foh. 
Squeam. Why, ’tis the Men of qualities fault, they never vifit Women of honour, and 

reputation, as they us’d to do ; and have not fo much as common civility, for Ladies of 
our rank, but ufe us with the fame indifferency, and ill breeding, as if we were all mar¬ 
ry’d, to’em.. ^ 

La. Fid. She fays true, ’tis an errant fhame Women of quality fhou’d be fo flighted } 
methinks, birth, birth,fhou’d go for fomething } 1 have known Men admired, courted, 
and followed for their Titles only. 

Sqwam. Ay, one wou’d think Men of honour fhou’d not love no more, than marry out 
of their own rank. 

Lain. Fye, fye upon’em* they are come to think crofs breeding for themfelves bell, 
as well as for their Dogs and Horfes. 

La Fid. They are Dogs and Horfes for’t. 
Squcam. One wou’d think, if not for love, for vanity a little. 
Lain. Nay, they do fatisfie their vanity upon us fometimes *, and are kind to us in their 

report, tell all the World they lie with us. 
La. Fid. Damn’d Rafcals, that we fhou’d be only wrong’d by ’em ; to report a Man 

has had a Perfon, when he has not had a Perfon, is the greateft wrong in the whole 
World, that can be done to a Perfon. 

Sqneam. Well, ’tis an errant fhame, Noble Perfons fhou’d be fo wrong’d, and neg- 
lefted. 

La. Fid. But ftill ’tis an erranter fhame for a Noble Perfon, to negledher own honour, 
and defame her own Noble Perfon, with little inconfiderable Fellows, foh/- 

Lain. I fuppofe the crime againft our honour, is the fame with a Man of quality, as 
with another. 

La. Ftd. How/ no fure, the Man of quality is likeft one’s Husband, and therefore the 
fault fhou’d be the lefs. 

Lain. But then the pleafure fhou’d be the lefs-. ,; - . 
La. Fid. Fye, fye, fye, for fhame Sifter, whither fhall we ramble ? be continent in your 

difeourfe, or l fhall hate you. » - 
Lain. Befidesan intrigue is fo much the more notorious for the Man’s quality. 
ScjHtam. ’Tis true, no body takes notice of a private Man, and therefore with him,’tis 

more fecret, and the crime’s the lefs, when ’tis not known. 
La. Fid. You fay true } y' faith, 1 think you are in the right on’t: ’tis notan injury 

to a Husband, till it be an injury to our honours ; fo that a Woman of honour lofes no 
honour with a private Perfon •, and to fay truth- 

Lain. So the little Fellow is grown a private Perfon—with her-{.Apart fo Squeam. 
.La. Fid. But ftill my dear, dear honour. 

Enter Sir Jafper, Horner, Doriiant* ; 
Sr.Jaf. Ay, my dear, dear of honour, thou haft ftill fo much honour in thy mouth— 
Hor. That fhe has none elfewhere- {A[ide.i 
La. Fid. Oh, what d’ye mean to bring in thefe upon us ? $ 
Lain. Foh, thefe are as bad as Wits. 
Sane am. Foh ! 

I 
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La. Fid. Let us leave the Room. 
Sr. Ja/. Stay, ftay, faith to tell you the naked truth. 
La* Fid. Fye,Sir Jajper, donotufe that word naked. 
Sr, Ja/. Well, well, in Ihort I have bulinefs at Whitehall, *hnd cannot go to the Play 

with you, therefore wou’d have you go -- 
La. Fid. With thofe two to a Play ? 
Sr. Jaf. No, not with t’other, but with Mr. Horner, there can be no more fcandal to 

go with him, than with Mr. Tattle, or Matter Limherham. 
La. Fid. With that natty Fellow! no--no. 
Sr. Jaf. Nay, pretheedear, hear me. [Whi/pers to Lady Fid. 
Hor. Ladies. QHorner, Dorilant drawing near Squeamifh and Daint. 
Dain. Stand off. 
Squeatn. Do not approach us. 
Haim. You heard with the Wits, you are obfcenity all over. 
Sqtteam. And I wou’d as foon look upon a Pi&ure of j4dam and Eve, without fig-leaves, 

as any of you, if I cou’d help it, therefore keep off, and do not make us lick. 
Hor. What a Devil are thefe ? 

, Hor. Why thefe are pretenders to honour, as Criticks to Wit, only by cenfuring 
‘ others * and as every raw, peevifli, out-of-humour’d, affe&ed, dull. Tea-drinking, Arith¬ 
metical Fop fcts up for a Wit, by railing at Men of fenfe, lb thefe for honour, by railing 
at the Court, and Ladies of as great honour, as quality. 

Sr. Jaf. Come, Mr. Horner, I mutt defire you to go with thefe Ladies to the Play5 
Sir. 

Hor. I! Sir. 
Sr. Jaf Ay, ay, come, Sir. 
Hor. I mutt beg your pardon, Sir, and theirs, I will not be feen in Womens Company 

in publick again for the World. 
Sr. Jaf. Ha, ha, ftrange Averfion ! 
Squeam. No, he’s for'Women’s Company in private. 
Sr. Jaf. He-poor Man-he! hah, ha, ha. 
Dain. ’Tis a greater fhame amongtt lewd Fellows to be feen in virtuous Women’s 

Company, than for the Women to be feen with them. 
Hor. Indeed, Madam, the time was 1 only hated virtuous Women, but now I hate the 

other too *, l beg your pardon Ladies. 
La. Fid. You are very obliging. Sir, becaufe we wou’d not be troubled with you. 
Sr. Jaf In fober fadnefs he lhall go. 
Dor. Nay, if he wo’not, I am ready to wait upon the Ladies \ and I think I am the 

fitter Man. 
Sr. Jaf You, Sir, no I thank you for that—Matter Horner is a Privileg’d Man amongtt: 

the virtuous Ladies, ’twill be a great while before you are fo •, heh, lie, he, he’s mj 
Wive’s Gallant, heh, he, he; no pray withdraw, Sir, for as 1 take it, the virtuous La¬ 
dies, have no bulinefs with you. 

Hor. And I am fure be can have none with them ’tisttrangea Man can’t come amongtt: 
virtuous Women now,but upon the fame terms,as Men are admitted into the great Turk^s 
Seraglio^ but Heavens keep me, from being an hombre Player with ’em: but where is 
Ftnchwife --- {Exit. Dorilant. 

D • w, 4 sir 7*f' 
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Sr. Jaf. Come, come,Man °0 whafcavoid the fweet fociety of Woman-kind ? that Tweet, 

foft, gentle, tame, noble Creature Woman, made for Man’s Companion- 
Hor. So is that foft, gentle, tame, and more noble Creature a Spaniel, and has all 

their tricks, can fawn, lie down, fuffer beating, and fawn the more barks at your 
Friends, when they come to feevom makes your Bed hard, gives you Fleas, and the 
mange fometimes: and all the difference is, the Spaniel’s the more faithful Animal, and 
fawns but upon one Mafter. 

Sr. Jaf.*Heh, he, he. 
Sqneam. O the rude Beaft. 
Bain Infolent brute. 

' La. Fid Brute! linking moitify’d rotten French Weather, to dare —-- 
Sr. Jaf. Hold, an’t pleafe your Ladyship, for (hams. Mailer Horner, your Mother was 

a Woman-(Now /hall I never reconcile’em) (Afde.) Hark you, Madam, take my 
advice in your anger \ you know, you often want one to make up y’our droling pack of 
hombre Players} and you may cheat him eafily, for he’s an ill Gamefter,and confequent- 
ly loves play ^ Belides you know, you have but two old civil Gentlemen (with (linking 
breaths too) to wait upon you abroad, take in the third, into your fervice \ the other are 
but crazy *, and a Lady Ihou’d have a fupernumerary Gentleman-USher, as a fupernumera- 
r-y Coach- horfe, left fometimes you (hon’d be forc’d to ftay at home. 

La. Fid. But are you fure he loves play, and has money ? 
Sr. Jaf. He loves play as much as you, and has money as much as 1. 
La. Fid. Then I am contented to make him pay for his feurrility •, money makes up in 

a meafure all other wants in Men-Thofe whom we cannot make hold for Gallants, 
we make fine. [Afide. 

Sr. Jaf. So, fo } now to mollifie, to wheedle him,- fAfide. 
Mafter Horner will you never keep civil Company, methinks ’tis time now, finceyouare 
only fit for them : Come, come, Man youmuft e’en fall to vifiting our Wives, eating aE 
our Tables, drinking Tea with our virtuous Relations after dinner, dealing Cards to ’em, 
reading Plays, and Gazetts to ’em, picking Fleas out of their Shocks for ’em, colle&ing^ 
Receipts, New Songs, Women, Pages, and Footmen for’em. 

Hor. I hope they’ll afford me better Employment, Sir. 
Sr. Jaf Heh, he, he, 5tis fit you know your work hefore you come into your place ; 

and fince you are unprovided of a Lady to flatter, and a good houfe to eat at, pray fre¬ 
quent mine, and call my Wife Miffrefs, and fhe fhall call you Gallant, according to the 
cuftom. 

Hor. w ho I ? -- , 
Sr. Jaf. Faith, &hou (ha’t for my fake, come for my fake only. 
Hor. For your fake —- 
Sr, Jaf. Come, come, here’s a Gamefter for you, let him be a little familiar fometimes 5 

aay, what if a little rude-, Gamefters may be rude with Ladies, you know. 
La. Fid. Yes, lofing Gamefters h,3ve a privilege with Women. 
Hor. I always thought the contrary, that the winning Gamefter had moft privilege 

with Women } for when you have loft your money to a Man, you’ll lofeany thing yoi 
have, all you have, they fay, and he may ufe you as he pieafes. 

Sr. Jaf. Heh, he, he, well, win or lofe, you fhall have your liberty with her. 
La. Fid. As he behaves himfelf-, and for your fake, I’ll give him admittance and free- 

x dora. 1 
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Hor. All forts of freedom, Madam ? 
Sr. Jaf Ay, ay, ay, all forts of freedom thoil can’ll take, and fo go to her, begin 

thy new imployment*, wheedle her, jeft with her, and be better acquainted one with 
another. 

Hor. I think I know her already, therefore may venture with her, my fecret for 
hers- l A fide. 

fHorner, and Lady Fidget whifper. 
Sr. Jaf. Sifter I have provided an innocent Play-fellow for you there. 
Bain. Who, he/ 
Squeam. There’s a Play fellow indeed. 
Sr. Jaf. Yesfure, what, he is good enough to play at Cards, Blind man Vbuff, or the 

fool with fometimes. 
Sqneam. Foh, we’ll have no fuch Play-fellows. 
Bain. No, Sir, you (han’t chufe Play-fellows for us, we thank you. 
Sr. Jaf. Nay, pray hear me. ^ [Whiffling to'them. 
La. Fid. But, poor Gentleman, cou’d you be fo generous ? fo truly a Man of honour, 

as for the fakes of us Women of honour, to caufe your felf to be reported no Man? 
•• No Man / and to fuffer your felf the greateft (hame that cou’d fall upon a Man, that 

none might fall upon us Women by your converfation ; but indeed, Sir, as perfect¬ 
ly, perfectly, the fame Man as before your going into France, Sir; as perfectly, per¬ 
fectly, Sir. 

Hor. As perfe'Ctly, perfectly, Madam ; nay, I fcorn you ftiou’d take my word ; I de^ 
fire to be try’d only. Madam. 

La. Fid. Well, that’s fpoken again like a Man of honour, all Men of honour defire to 
come to the teft: But indeed, generally you Men report fuch things of your felves, one 
does not know how, or whom to believe ; and it is comedo that pafs, we dare not take 
your words no more than your Taylors, without fiome ftaid Servant of yours be bound 
with you ; but I have foftrong a faith in your honour, dear, dear, noble Sir, that I’d 
forfeit mine for yours ae any time, dear Sir. 

Hor. No, Madam, you Ihou'd not need to forfeit it for me, I have given you fecurity 
already to fave you harmlcfs, my late reputation being fo well known in the World, 
Madam. 

La. Fid. But if upon any future falling out, or upon a fufpicion of my taking the 
truft out of your hands, to employ fome other, you your felf fliou’d betray your 
truft, dear Sir; I mean, if you’ll give me leave to fpeak obfcenely, you might tell, 
dear Sir. 

Hor. If I did, no body wou’d believe me; the reputation of impotency is as hardly re¬ 
cover’d again in the World, as that of cowardife, dear Madam. 

La. Fid. Nay then, as one may fay, you may do your worft, dear, dear. Sir. 
Sr. Jaf. Come, is your Ladyfhip reconciled to him yet ? have you agreed on matters? 

for I muft be gone to Whitehall. 
La. Fid. Why indeed, §ir Jafper, Mafter Horner is a thoufand, thoufand times a bet¬ 

ter Man, than l thought him : Cozen Squeami[h, Sifter Dainty, 1 can name him now, truly, 
not long ago you know, I thought hte very name obfcenicy, and I wou’d as Toon have 
lain with him, as have nam’d him. 

Sr. Jaf. Very likely, poor Madam. 
Bain. I believe it. - 

D 1 Squeam. 
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Sqnt^m. Ko doubt on’t. > 
Sr. Jaf. Well, well--that your Ladylhip is as virtuous as any (he, — I know, 

and him all the Town knows-- heh, he, he; therefore now you like him, get you. 
gone to your bufmefs together*, go, go, to your bulinefs,I fay, pleafure, whilft I go to 
my pleafure, bulinefs. 

La. Fid. Come then dear Gallant. 
Har. Come away, my deareft Miftrefs. 
Sr. Jaf. So, fo, why, ’tis as I’d have it. [Exit Sir Jafper. 
Nor. And as I’d have it. 
La. Fid. Who for his bulinefs, from his Wife will run*, 

Takes the belt care, to have her bus’nefs done. CExeunt otnncs. 

ACT III. SCENE. I, 

Alithea, and Mrs. Pinchwife. 
jdiith.Qlfer, What ailesyou, you are grown melancholy ? 

^ Mrs. Pin. Wou’d it not make any one melancholy, to fee you go every day 
fluttering about abroad, whil'd: I mull flay at home like a poor lonely, fullen Bird in a 
Cage? 

Alith. Ay, Sifter, but you came young, and juft from the neft to your cage, fo that I 
thought you lik’d it; and cou’d be as chearful in’t, as others that took their flight them- 
feives early, and are hopping abroad in the open Air. 

Mrs. Pin. Nay, I confefs I was quiet enough, till my Husband told me, what pure lives 
the London Ladies live abroad, with their dancing, meetings, and junketings, and. dreft 
every day in their belt Gowns; and I warrant you, play at Nine-Pins every day. of the 
week, fo they do. 

Enter Mr. Pinchwife. 
Mr. Pin. Come, what’s here to do ? you are putting the Town Pleafures in her head* 

and fetting her a longing. 
Alith. Yes, after Nine-pins; youfuffer none tp give her thofe longings, you mean, but 

your felf. 
Mr. Pin. I tell her of the vanities of the Town, like a Confeflor. 
Alith. A Confeflor ! juft fuch a Confeflor, as he that by forbidding a filly Oftler, to 

greafe the Horfe’s teeth,, taught himto do’t. 
Mr. Pin. CcmeMiftrifs Flippant, good Precepts are loft, when bad Examples are ftill 

_ before us; the liberty you take abroad makes her hanker after it; and out of humour at 
borne, poor Wretch / fhe defired not to come to London, l wou’d bring her. 

Alith. Very well. 
Mr. Pin. She has been this week, in Town, and never defired, till this afternoon, to go 

abroad. 
Alith. Was fhe not at a Play yefterday ? 
Mr. Pin. Yes, but fhe ne’er ask’d me ; I was my felf the caufe of her going. 
Alith. Then if fhe ask you again, you are the caufe of her asking* and not my 

example. 
Mr. Pin. Well, to morrow night I fhall be rid of you; and the next day be¬ 

fore.’tis light, Die and m be rid of the Town, and my dreadful apprehenfions : 
Come*, 
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Come, be not melancholy, for thou ftia’t go into the Country after to morrow? 
Dearcft. 

Alith. Great comfort. 
Mrs. Pin. Pifli, what d’ye tell me of the Country for ? 
Mr. Pin. How’s this ! what, pith at the Country t 
Mrs. Pin. Let me alone, 1 am not well. 
Mr. Pin. O, if that be all—what ailes my deareft ? 
Mrs. Pin. Truly, I don’t know, but 1 have not been well, fince you told me there was 

a Gallant at the Play in love with me. 
Mr. Pin. Ha- 
Alith. That’s by my example too. 
Mr. Pin. Nay, if you are not well, but are fo concern’d, becaufe a lewd Fellow chanc’d 

to lye, and fay he lik'd you, you’ll make me lick too. 
Mrs. Pin. Of what ficknefs ? 
Air. Pin.'O, of that which is worfe than the Plague, Jealoufie. 
Mrs. Pin. Pilh, you jear, I’m fure there’s no fuch dileafe in- our Receipt-book at 

home. 
Mr.Pin. No, thou never met’ft with it, poor innocent——well, if thou Cuckold 

me, ’twill be my own fault--for Cuckolds and Baftards,are generally makers of their 
own fortune. [Afpde. 

Mrs. Pin. Well, but pray Bud, let’s go to a Play to night. 
Mr. Pin. ’Tis juft done, (he comes from it; but why are you fo eager to fee a Play ? 
Mrs. Pm. Faith, Dear, not that I care one pin for their talk there \ but Hike to look 

upon the Player-men, and wou’dfee, if 1 cou’d, the Gallant you f3y loves me \ that’s all 
dear Bud. 

Mr. Pin. Is that all dear Bud ? 
Alith, This proceeds from my Example. 
Mrs. Pin. But if the Play be done, let’s go abroad however, dear Bud. 
Mr. Pin. Come, have a little patience, and thou (halt go into the Country on Friday. 
Mrs, Pin. Therefore i wou’d fee firft fome fights, to tell my Neighbours of: Nay, I 

will go abroad, that’s once. 
Alith. I’m the caufeof this defire too; 
Mr. Pin. But now 1 think on’t, who, who was the caufe of Horner's coming to my 

Lodging to day? that was you. 
Alith. No, you, becaufe you wou'd not let him fee your handfome Wife out of your 

Lodging. 
Mrs. Pin. Why, 0 Lord ! did the Gentleman come hither to fee me indeed ? 
Mr. Pin. No, no;-You are not the caufe of that damn’d queftion too, Miftrifs 

Alithea 1 -- [Well Ihe’s in the,right of it*, he is in love with my Wife--and 
comes after her—’tis fo---but I’ll nip his love in the bud •, left he fhou’d follow us 
into the Country, and break his Chariot-wheel near our houfe, on purpofe for an excufe to 
come tot } but,l think 1-know the Town. [ Afide*. 

Mrs. Pin. Come, pray Bud, let’s go abroad before ’tis late \ for I will go, that’s fiat 
and plain. 

Mr Pin. So! the obftinacy already of the Town-wife, and I muft, whilft file’s here, 
humour her like one. * * [_Afide. 
Sifter, how fhall we do, that (he may not be feen, or known ? 

Alith. Let 
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jdlith. Let her put on her Mask. 
Mr. Pin. Pfhaw, a Mask makes People but the more inquilitive, and is as ridiculous a 

difgiiife, as a Ifoge-beard.*, her lhape, llature, habit will be known ; and if we Ihou’d 
meet with Horner, he woil’d be lure to take acquaintance with us, mult wilh h.er joy, 
kifs her, talk to her, leer upon her, and the Devil and ally no. I’ll not ufe her to a 
Mask, ’tis dangerous ; for Masks have made more Cuckolds, than the bell faces that ever 
were known. 

jiltth. How will you do then? 4 
Mrs. Pin. Nay, fhall we go ? the Exchange will be (hut, and 1 have a mind to fee 

that. 
Mr. Pin. So--I have it——I’ll drefs her up in the Suit, weare to carry down 

to her Brother, little Sir James ; nay, 1 underltand the Town tricks: Come, let’s go 
drefs her ; a Mask ! no--a Woman mask’d, like a cover’d Dilh, gives a Man cu- 
rioilty, and appetite, when, it may be, uncover’d, ’twou’d turn his Itomach \ no, no. 

Mlith. Indeed your comparifon is fomething a grealie one: but 1 had a gentle Gallant, 
us’d to lay, a Beauty mask’d, like the Sun in Eclipfe, gathers together more gazers,than 
if it (hind out. > [Exeunt* 

The Scene changes to the New Exchange : .Enter Horner, Harcourt, Dorilant. 
Bor. Engag’d to Women, and not Sup with us? 
Hor. Ay, a Pox on’em all. 
Mar. You were much a more reafonable Man in the morning, and had as noble refo- 

lutions againlt’em, as a Widower of a weeks liberty. 
Bor. Did I ever think, to fee you keep company with Women in vain ? 
Hor. in vain! no-—’tis, lince I can’t love’em, to be reveng’d on ’em. 

. Mar Now your Sting is gone, you lock’d in the Box amonglt all thofe Women, like 
a drone in the Hive, all upon you:, Ihov’d and ill us’d by •’em all, and thruli from one 
fide to t’other. 

Dor. Yen he mult be buzzing among ft ’em Hill, like other old beetle-headed, lycorilh 
drones ; avoid ’em, and hate ’em as they hate you. 

Hor. Becaufe I do hate ’em, and wou’dhate ’em yet more, I’ll frequent ’em; you 
may fee by Marriage, nothing makes a Man hate a Woman more, than her conltant con- 
verfation : In Ihorc, l converfe with ’em, as you do with rich Fools, to laugh at ’em, 
and ufe ’em ill. 

Bor. But i wou’d no more Sup with Women, unlefs I cou’d lie with ’em, than Sup 
with a rich Coxcomb, unlefs I cou’d cheat him. 

Hor. Yes, I have known thee Sup with a Fool, for his drinking, if he cou’d fetout 
your hand that way only, you were fatisfy’d ; and if he were a Wine-fwallowing mouth 
’twas enough. 

PT.r. Yes, a Man drinks often with a Fool, as he tofi'es wich a Marker, only to keep his 
hand in Ure ; but do the Ladies drink ? 

PI or. Yes, Sir, and 1 fhall have the pleafure at leaffc of laying ’em flat with a Bottle ; 
and bring as much Icandal that way upon’em, as formerly t’other. 

Mar. Perhaps you may'prove as weak a Brother amonglt ’em that way, as t’other. 
Bor. Fob, drinking with Women, is as unnatural, as fcolding with ’em ; but ’tis a 

pleafure of decay’d Fornicators, arid the bafelt way of quenching Love. 
Har. Nay, ’tis drowning Love, inftead of quenching it ; but leave u,s for civil Wo¬ 

men too! 
Dor. Ay, 
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Dor. Ay, when he can’t be the better for 'em we hardly pardon a Man, that leaves 
his Friend for a Wench, and that's a pretty lawful call. 

Hor. Faith, I wou’d not leave you for ’em, if they wou’d not drink. 
Dor. Who wou’d difappoint his Company at Lewis's, for a Goffiping ? 
Har. Foh, Wine and Women good apart, together as naufeous as Sack and Sugar: But 

hark you. Sir, before vou go, a little of your advice, an old maim'd General, when unfit 
for action, isfitteftior Counfel*, 1 have other defigns upon Women, than eating and 
drinking with them •• I am in love with Sparkijh's Miftrifs, whom he is to marry to mor¬ 
row, now how (hall 1 get her ? 

Enter Sparkifh, looking about. 
% Hor. Why, here comes one will help you to her. 

Har. He ! he, l tell you, is my Rival, and will hinder my love. 
Hor. No, a foolilh Rival, and a jealous Husband affift their Rivals defigns; for 

they are fare to make their Women hate them, which is the firft ftep to their love for 
another Man. 

Har. But l cannot come near his Miftrifs, but in his company. 
Hor. Still the better for you, for Fools are molt eafdy cheated, when they themfelves 

are acceffaries ; and he is to be bubbled of his Miftrifs, as of his Money, the common 
'Miftrifs, by keeping him company. 

Spar. Who is that, that is to be bubbled ? Faith let me fnack, I han’t met with a bub¬ 
ble flnce Chriftmas : ’gad, 1 think bubbles are like their Brother Woodcocks, go out with 
the cold weather. 

EJar. k Pox, he did not hear all I hope; - Z Apart to Horner. 
Spar. Come, you bubbling Rogues you, where do we Sup-Oh, Harcourt, my 

Miftrifs tells me, you have been making fierce love to her all the Play long, hah, ha 
*—but I—- 

Har. I make love to her ? 
Spar. Nay, 1 forgive thee ; for I think, I know thee, and I know her, but I am fure 

I know ray felf. ; > 
Har. Did fhe tell you fo? I fee all Women are like thefeof the Exchange, who to 

enhance the price of their commodities, report to their fond Cuftomers offers which 
were never made ’em. 

H*r. Ay, Women are apt to tell before the intrigue, as Men after it, and fofhew them¬ 
felves the vainer Sex *, but haft thou a Miftrifs, Sparkjflj? ’tis as hard for me to believe 
it, as that thou ever had’ft a bubble, as you brag’d juft now. 

Spar. O, your Servant, Sir; are youat your raillery, Sir ? but we are fome of us be¬ 
fore-hand with you to day at the Play: the Wits v;ere femething bold with you, Sir } 
did you not hear us laugh ? 

Har. Yes, But I thought you had gone to Plays, to laugh at the Poets Wit, not 
at your own. 

Spar. Your Servant, Sir, no I thank you ; ’gad f go to a Play as to a Country treat, 
I carry my own Wine to one, and my own Wit to t’other, or elfe I’m fure 1 fnou’d not 
be merry at either ; and the reafon why we are fo often lewder than' the Players, is, be- 
caufe we think we fpeak more wir, and fo become the Poets Rivals in his audience: for 
to tell you the truth, we hate the filly Rogues ; nay, fo much,.that we find fault even 
with their Bawdy upon the Stage, whilft we talk nothing elfe in the Pit as loud. 
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Hor, But, why fhould’It thou hate the filly Poets, thou haft too much wit to be 
one, and they like Whores are only hated by each other j and thou doll fcorn writing. 
I’m lure. 

Spar. Yes, I’d have you to know, 1 fcorn writing \ but Women, Women, that make 
Idea do all f'oolifh things, make ’em write Songs too every body does it: ’tis ev’n as 
common with Lovers, as playing with fans j and you can no more help Rhyming to your 
Phyllis, than drinking to your Phyllis. 

Bar. Nay, Poetry in love is no more to be avoided, than jealoufie. 
jDor. But the Poets damn’d your Songs, did they? 
Spar. Damn the Poets, they turn’d ’em into Burlefque, as they call it \ that Burlefque 

is a Hocus-Pocus trick, they have got, which by the virtue of Hittw dottius, topfey tar- 
vey, they make a wife and witty Man iu the World, a Fool upon the Stage you know 
not how *, and ’cis therefore I hate ’em too, for l know not but it may be my own cafe j 
for they’ll put a Man into a Play for looking a Squint: Their Predeceifors were conten¬ 
ted to make Serving-men only their Stage-Fools, but tbefe Rogues mu ft have Gentle¬ 
men, with a Pox to ’em, nay Knights} and indeed you (hall hardly fee a Fool upon the 
Stage, but he’s a Knight ; and to tell you the truth, they have kept me thefe fix years 
from being a Knight in earneft, for fear of being Knighted in a Play, and dubb’d a 
Fool. 

Dor. Blame ’em not, they mull follow their Copy, the Age. 
Har. But why (hould’it thou be afraid of being in a Play, who expofe your felf every 

day in the Play houfes, and at publick Places. 
Hor. ’Tis but being on the Stage, inftead of Handing on a Bench in the Pit. 
Dor. Don’t you give money to Painters to draw you like ? and are you afraid of your 

Pi&ures, at length in a Play-houfe, where all your MiflrefTesmay fee you. 
Spar. A Pox, Painters don’t draw the fmall Pox, or Pimples in ones face*, comedamn 

all your filly Authors what-ever, all Books and Bookfellers, by the World, and all Rea¬ 
ders, courteous or uncourteous. 

Har. But, who comes here, Sparkjjh ? 
Enter Mr. Pinch wife, and his Wife in Man's Cloaths, Alithea, Lucy her Maid. 

Spar. Oh hide me, there’s my Miftrifs too. [JSparkifh hides him felf behind Harcourt. 
Har. She fees you. 
Spar. But 1 will not fee her, ’tis time to go to Whitehall, and I mult not fail the draw¬ 

ing Room. 
PJar. Pray, firft carry me, and reconcile me to her. 
Spar, Another time, faith the King will have fup’t. 
Har. Not with the worfe ftomach for thy abfencej thou art one of thofe Fools, that 

think their attendance at the King’s Meals, as neceffary as his Phyficians, when you are 
more troublefom to him, than his Doctors, or his Dogs. 

Spar. Plhaw, I know my intereft, Sir, prethee hide me. 
Hor. Your Servant, Pinchwife}--what he knows us not— 
Mr. Pin. Come along. pTo his Wife afide, i 
Mrs. Pin. Pray, have you any Ballads, give me fix-penny worth? 
Clafp. We have no Ballads. 
Mrs. Pin. Then give me Covent-Garden-Drollery, and a Play or two—•. Oh here’s Ta- 

mgos Wiles, and the Slighted Maiden, I’ll have them, 

Mr. Pin.Jj 
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Mr. Fin. No, Plays are not for your reading ; comea-long, will you difcover your 
felf ? Jlpart to her. 

Hor. Who is that pretty Youth with him, Sparki/h ? 

Spar. I believe his Wife’s Brother, becaufe he’s fomething like her, but I never faw 
her but once. 

Hor. Extremely handfom, I have feen a face like it too j let us follow ’em, 
f Expunt Pinchwife, Mittrifs Pinchwife. 
i Alithea, Lucy, Horner, Dorilant following them. 

Har. Come, Sparkjjh, your Miffrifs faw you, and will be angry you go not to her *, be- 
fides I wou’d fain be reconcil’d to her, which none but you can do, dear Friend. 

Spar. Well that’s a better reafon, dear Friend, 1 wou’d not go near her now, for her’s, 
or my own fake, but I can deny you nothing \ for though 1 have known thee a great 
while, never go, if I do not love thee, as well as a new acquaintance. 

Har. I am oblig’d to you indeed, dear Friend, I wou’d be well with her only, to be 
well with thee ftillfor thefe tyes to Wives ufually diflolve all tyes to Friends: I wou’d 
be contented, file iliou’d enjoy you a-nights, but I wou’d have you to my felf a- days, as l 
have had, dear Friend. 

, Spar. And thou {halt enjoy me a-days, dear, dear Friend, never flir ; and I’ll be divor¬ 
ced from her, fooner than from thee \ come along———■ 

Hir. So, we are hard put to’t, when we make our Rival our Procurer*, hut neither Hie, 
nor her Brother, wou'd let me come wear her now : when all’s done, a Rival is the belt 
cloak to Heal to a Miftrefs under, without fufpicion \ and when we have once got to her 
as we defire, we throw him off like other Cloaks. [Afide. 

[ Exit Sparkilb, Harcourt following him. 
'Re-enter Mr. Pinchwife, Mrs. Pinchwife in Man's Cloaths. 

Air. Fin. Siller, if you will not go, we muff leave you — [fto Alithea. 
The Fool her Gallant, and Ihe, will muffer up all the young Santerers of this place, and 
they will leave their dear Semffreffes to follow us j what a fwarm of Cuckolds, and 
Cuckold-makers are here ? [\Afide. 
Come, Jet’s be gone Miffrifs Margery. 

Mrs. Pin. Don’t you believe that, I han’t half my belly full of lights yet. 
Mr. Pin. Then walk this way. 
Mrs. Fin. Lord, what a power of brave Signs are here ? ftay—-—the Bull’s-head, the 

Ram’s-head, and the Stag’s head, Dear- 
Mr. Pin. Nay, if every Husband’s proper lign here were vifible, they wou’d be all 

alike. 
Mrs. Pin. What d’ye mean by that, Bud ? 
Mr. Pin. ’Tis no matter-—no matter. Bud. 
Mrs. Pin. Pray tell me *, nay, I will know. 
Mr. Pin. They wou’d be all Bulls, Stags, and Rams-heads. 

[Exeunt Mr. Pinchwife, Mrs. pinchwife. 
Re-enter Sparkilb, Harcourt, Alithea, Lucy, at Pother door. 

Spar. Come, dear Madam, for my fake you fhall be reconciled to him. 
Alith. For your fake I hate him. 
Bar. That’s fomeehing too cruel, Madam, to hate me, for his fake. 
Spar. Ay indeed, Madam, too, too cruel to me, to hate my Friend for my fake. 

E Jlith. I 



2 6 The Country-Wife. 

Alith. I hate him, becaufe he is your Enemy and you ought to hate him too, forma- 
king love to me, if you love me. 

Spar. That’s a good one, I hatea Man for loving you ; if he did love you, ’tisbutwhafe 
he can’t help, arid ’cis your fault, not his, if he admires you : I hate a Man for being of 
my opinion. I'll ne’er do’r, by the World. 

Alith. Is it for your honour or mine, to fuffer a Man to make love to me, who am to 
marry you to Morrow ? 

Spar. Is it for your honour or mine, to have me jealous ? That he makes love to you, 
is a iign you are handfome } and that I am not jealous, is a fign you are virtuous, that 1 
think is for'your honour. 

Alith. Eat-tis your honour too, I am concerned for. 
Bar. But why, deareft Madam, will you be more concern’d for his honour, than he is 

himfelf} let his honour alone for my fake, and his, he, he, has no honour- 
Spar. How’s that ? 
Bar. But what, my dear Friend can guard himfelf. 
Spar. Oho-that’s right again. 
Mar. Your care of his honour argues his negledt of it, which is no honour to my 

dear Friend here ; therefore once more, let his’honour go which way it will, dea$. 
Madam. 

Spar. Ay, ay, were it for my honour to marry a Woman, whofe virtue I fufpedted, 
and cou’d not truft her in a Friend’s hands ? 

Alith. Are you not afraid to lofe me? 
Bar. He afraid to lofe you, Madam S No, no-you may lee how the mod 

eftimable, and moll glorious Creature in the World, is valued by him will you not 
fee it? 

Spar. PJghr, honeft Frank, I have that noble value for her, that I cannot be jealous 
of her. 

Alith. You miflake him, he means you care not for me, nor who has me. 
Spar. Lord, Madam, l fee you are jealous ^ will you wreft a poor Man’s meaning from 

his words? 
Alith. You aftonifh me, Sir, with your want of jealoufie. 
Spar. And you make me giddy, Madam, with your jealoufie and fears, and virtue, 

and honour i ’gad, flee virtue makes a Woman as troublefome, as a little reading, or 
learning. 

Alith. Mon (Irons ! 
■Lucy. [Well to fee whateafie Husbands thefe Women of Quality can meet with, a 

poor Chamber-maid can never have fuch Lady-like luck*, befides he’s thrown away upon 
her, fne’il make no ufe of her fortune, her bleffing, none to a Gentleman, for a pure Cuc¬ 
kold, for it requires good breeding to be a Cuckold. { Behind. 

Aljth. 1 tell you then plainly, he purfues me to marry me. 
Spar. Pfnaw --— 
Htr. Come, Madam, you fee you drive. in vain to make him jealous of me j my dear 

Friend is the kindeit Creature in the World to me. 
Spar. Poor fellow. 
Hrr. But his kindnefs only is not enough for me, without your favour $ your good 

opinion, dear Madam, ’cis that mud perfect my happinefs * good Gentleman he believes 
ail 1 fry, waif d you wou’d dofo, jealous of me 1 Lwou’d not wrong him nor you for 
the World, Spar. Look 
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Spar. Look you there •, hear him, hear him, and do not walk away fa, 
[Alithea walks earth fly, to and frjs, 

Har. I love you. Madam, fo —-—— / 
Spar. How’s that! Nay-now you begin to go too far indeed. 
Har. So much I confefs, f fay I love you, that l wouM not have you miferable, and 

calt your felf away upon fo unworthy, and inconfiderabie a thing, as what you fee here. 
♦ [Clapping his hand on his breafh points ^.Sparkifh. 

Spar. No, faith, I believe thou woud’d not, now his meaning is plain •, but I knew be¬ 
fore thou woud’d not wrong me, nor her. 

Har. No, no, Heavens forbid, the glory of her Sex fhou’d fall fo low, as into the em¬ 
braces of fuch a contemptible Wretch, the'leaft of Mankind-- my dear Friend here 
-1 injure him. [Embracing Sparkilh. 

Aith. Very well. 
Spar. No, no, dear Friend, I knew it: Madam, you fee he will rather wrong himfelf 

than me, in giving himfelf fuch names. 
Aith. Do not you underdand him yet ? 
Spar. Yes,-how modedly he fpeaks of himfelf, poor Fellow. 
Aith. ‘Methinks he fpeaks impudently of your felf, fince--before your felf too; in- 

' fomuch that I can no longer fuffer his fcurrilous abulivenefs to you, no more than his love 
to me. [Offers to go. 

Spar. Nay, nay, Madam, pray flay, his love to you : Lord, Madam, has he not fpoke 
yet plain enough ? 

Aith. Yes indeed, I (hou’d think fo. 
Spar. Well then, by the World, a Man can*'t fpeak civilly to a Woman now, but pre- 

fently (he fays, he makes love to her : Nay, Madam, you (hall flay, with your pardon, 
fince you have not yet underflood him, till he has made an edaircifment of his love to 
you, that is what kind of love it is anfwer to thy Catechifme : Friend, do you love my 
Miflrifs here ? 

Har. Yes, I wffh (he Wou’d not doubt it. 
Spar. But how do you love her ? 
Har. With all my Soul. 
Aith. I thank him, methinks he fpeaks plain enough now. 
Spar. You are out Hill. [To Alithea, 

But with what kind of love, Harcom ? 
Har. With the bed, and trued love in the World. 
Spar. Look you there then, that is with no matrimonial love, I'm fure. 
Aith. How’s that, do you fay matrimonial love is not bed ? 
Spar. Gad, I went too far e’er I was aware: But fpeak for thy felf Harcourt, you faid 

you wou’d not wrong me, nor her. 
Har. No, no, Madam, e’en take him for Heaven’s fake. 
Spar. Look you there, Madam. 
Har. Who (hou’d in all judice be yours, c Claps his hand 

he that loves you mod. / on his brepft. 

Aith. Look you there, Mr. Sparkifli, who’s that? 
Spar. Who (hou’d it be ? go on Harcourt. 
Har. Who loves you more chan Women Titles, or Fortune Fools, [Points at Sp2rk. 
Spar. Look you there, he means me dill, for he Points at me. 

E z Aith. 
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Alith. Ridiculous / • 
Bar. Who can only match your Faith, and Conftancy in love. 
Spar* Ay. 
Har. Who knows, if it be poflible, how to value fo much beauty and virtue. 
Spar. Ay. 
Har. Whole love cannomorebeequall’d in the world,than that Heavenly form of yours. 
Spar, No-—-— - ' / * 
H,r. Who cou’d no more fuffer a Rival, than yourabfence, and yet cou’d no more 

fufpedt your virtue, thon his own conflancy in his love to you. 
Spar. No-—- 

Har. Who in fine loves you better than his eye3, that firft made him love you. 
Spar. Ay— nay, Madam, faith you (han’t go, till- 
Jiliih. Have a care, left you make me ftay too long- 
Spar. But till he has faluted you ; that! may be alfur’d you are friends, after his honeft: 

advice and declaration: Come pray, Madam, be friends with him. 
Enter Mafier Pinchwife, Miftrifs Pinchwife. 

Atith. Youmuft pardon me. Sir, that I am not yet fo obedient to you. 
Mr. Pin. What, invite your-Wife to kifs Men? Monftrous! are you notafhamU? I 

will never forgive you. 
Spar. Are you notalham’d, that I fhou’d have more confidence in the chaftity of your 

Family, than you have ; you mail not teach me, l am a Man of honour, Sir, though I am 
frank and free * I am frank, Sir-- _ • 

Mr. Pin, Very frank, Sir, to (bare your Wife with your friends. / 
Spar. He is an humble, menial Friend,fuch as reconciles the differences of the Marriage- 

bed j you know Man and Wife do not always agree, 1 defign him for that ufe, therefore 
wou’d have him well with my Wife. 

Mr.Pw. A menial Friend—you will get a great many menial Friends, by (hewing 
your Wife as you do. 

Spar. What then, it may be I have a pleafure in’t, as I have to fhew fine Clothes, at 
aPlay-houfe thefirft day, and count money before poor Rogues, 

Mr Pin. He that (liews his Wife, or Money, will be in danger of having them bor- - 
rowed fometimes. 

Spar. 1 love to be envy’d, and wou’d not marry a Wife, that I alone cou’d love; Io- * 
ving alone is as dull, as eating alone ; is it not a frank age, and I am a frank Perfon ?. 

and to tell you the truth, it may be I love to have Rivals in a Wife, they make her 
ieem to a Man ffill, but as a kept Miftrifs; and fo good night, for 1 muft to Whitehall. 
Madam, I hope you are now reconcil’d to my Friend ; andfol wifh you a good night, 
Madam, and deep if you can; for to morrow you know I muft vifit you early with a Ca¬ 
nonical Gentleman. Good night,dear Harcourt. \_Exit Sparkifh. 

Har. Madam, I hope you will not refute my vifit tomorrow, if it (hou’d be earlier 
with a Canonical Gentleman, than Mr. Sparkijh's ? 

Mr. Pm. This Gentlewoman is yet under my care, therefore you muft yet forbear 
your freedom with her. Sir. [Coming between Alithea and Harcourt. 

Bar. Muff, Sir- 
Mr. Pin. Yes, Sir, (he is my Sifter. 
Hp\ ’Tis well lb© is, Sir---for I muft be her Servant, Sir. Madam—= 

Mr, Fin, 
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Mr. Pin. Come away Sifter, we had been gone, if it had not been for you, and fo a- 
voided thefe lewdRakehells, wnofeemto haunt us. 

Enter Horner, Dorilant to them. 
Hor. How now Pinchwife ? 
Mr. Pin. Your Servant. 
Hor. What, I fee a little time in the Country makes a Man turn wild and unfociable, 

and only fit to converfe with his Horfes, Dogs, and his Herds. 
Mr. Pin. I havebufinefs, Sir, and muft mind it\ your bufinefs ispleafure, therefore 

you and I muft go different ways. 
Hor. Well, you may go on, but this pretty young Gentleman--—- 

[Takes hold of Mrs. Pinchwife. 
Bar. The Lady--- 
Bor. And the Maid--—— 
Hor. Shall ftay with us, for I fuppofe their bufinefs is the fame with ours, pleafure. 
Mr. Pin. ’Sdeath he knows her, file carries it fo flllily, yet if he does not, I fhou’d be 

more filly to difcover it firft. [Afide. 
Alith. Pray, let us go, Sir. 
Mr. Pin. Come, come- 
Hor. Had you not rather ftay with us ? [To Mrs. Pinchwife. 

Prethee Pinchwife, who is this pretty young Gentleman ? 
Mr. Pin. One to whom fm a Guardian. 

[I wifh I cou’d keep her out of your hands—-- [Afide. 
Hor. Who is he ? I never faw any thing fo pretty in all my life. 
Mr. Pin. Pfhaw, do not look upon him fo much, he's a poor bafhful Youth, you’ll put 

him out of countenance. Come away Brother. [Offers to'takg her away.. 
Hor. O your Brother / 
Mr. Pin. Yes, my Wife’s Brother \ comercome, file’ll ftay Supper for us. 
Bor. I thought fo, for he is very like her 1 faw you at the Play with, whom l told you, 

I was in love with. 
Mrs. Pin. O Jeminy ! is that he that was in love with me, I am glad on’t I vow, for 

he’s a curious fine Gentleman, and I love him already too. \_Aficte. 
Is this he bud ? [ To Mr. Pinchwife. 

Mr. Pin. Come away, come away. [To his Wife. 
Hor. Why, what hafte are you in? why won't you let me talk with him ? 
MfMPinP Becaufe you’ll debauch him, he’s yet young and innocent^and I wou’d not 

have him debauch’d for any thing in the World. 
How fhe gazes on him! the Devil- ^ _ [Afide. 

Hor. Harcourt, Dorilant, look you here, this is the likenefs of that Dowdey he told 
us of,, his Wife, did you ever fee a lovelyer Creature ? the Rogue has reafon to be jea¬ 
lous of his Wife, fincefheis like him, for file wou’d make all that fee her, in love with 
her. 

Bar. And as I remember now, fhe is as like him here as can be. 
Bor. She is indeed very pretty, if fhe be like him. 
Hor. Very pretty, a very pretty commendation-—file is a glorious Creature, beau¬ 

tiful beyond all things I ever beheld. 
Mr. Pin. So, fo. 
Har. More beautiful than a Poets firft Miftrifs of Imagination. 

Bor. Or 
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Hor. Or another Man’s laft Miftrife of flefh and blood. 
Airs. Pin. Nay, now you jeer. Sir; pray don’t jeer me- 
Air. Pin. Come, come. [By Heavens, fhe’ll difcover her felf. ^AJide. 
Hor. I fpeak of your Sifter, Sir. 
Mr. Pin. Ay, but faying (he was handfom, if like him, made him blafh. I am upon 

a wrack —[_Afide» 
Hor. Methinks he is fo handfom, he fhou’d not be a Man. 
Mr. Pin, O there "cis out, he has difcovcred her, I am not able to fuffer any longer. 

[Come, come away, I fay-— [To his Wife. 
Hor. Nay, by your leave, Sir, he fhal? not go yet 

[To them. Harcourt, Dorilantj let us torment this jealous Rogue a little. 

Har* 5 How ? 
Dor. 2 w • i 
Hor. I’ll (hew you. 
Mr. Pin. Come pray let him go, I cannot ftay fooling any longer \ l tell you his Si¬ 

fter ftays Sapper for us. 
Hor. Do5s (he, come then well all go Sup with her and thee. 
Mr. Pin. No, now 1 think on’t, having ftaidl'o long for us,I warrant {he’s gone to Bed— 

[l wifh fhe and I were well out of their hands- \_Afide. 
Come,l muft rife early to morrow, come. 

Hor. Well then, if fhe be gone to Bed, I wifh her and you a good night. -But pray, 
young Gentleman, prefent my humble fervicetoher. 

Mrs. Pin. Thank you heartily, Sir. 
Mr. Pin. ’Sdeath, fhe will difcover her felf yet in fpight of me. [Afide. 

He isfomething more civil to you, for your - indnefs to his Sifter, than l am, it feems. 
Hor. Tell her, dear fweet little Gentleman, or all your Brother there, that you have 

reviv’d the love, I had for her at firft fight in t he Play-houfe. 
Mrs. Pin. But did you love her indeed, and indeed? 
Mr. Pin. So, fo. [Afide. 

Away, I fay. 
Hor. Nay,fr3y j yes indeed, and indeed, pray do you tell her fo, and give her this 

-kifs from me. ' \_KiJfes her. 
Mr. Pin. O Heavens/ what do I fuffer \ now 5tis too plain he knows her, and yet—• 

CAfide. 
Hor. And this, and this-- [Kijfes her again. 
Airs. Pin. What do you kifs me for, I am no Woman. ^ 
Mr. Pin. So-there ’tis out. ' ; ’ -• [ Afide. 

Come, I cannot, nor will ftay any longer. 
Hor. Nay, they (hall fend your Lady a kifs too my here H*room, Dmlant, will you not? 

[They kj[s her. 
Mr. Pin. How, do I fuffer this ? was 1 not acculing another juft now, for this rafcal- 

ly patience, in permitting his Wife tobekifs’d before his face? ten thoufand Ulcers 
gnaw away their lips. [Afide i 
Come, come. 

Hor. Good 
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Hor. Good night>dear little Gentleman *, Madam, good-night, farewel Tmhmfe; 

[Did not I tell you I wou’d raife his jealousgall ? 
C Apart. to Harcourt, and Dorilant. 

[Exeunt Horner, Harcourt, and Dorilant. 
Mr. Tin, So, they are gone at laft •, ftay, let tr.e fee firft if ths Coach beat this door. 

[.Exit. 
Hor. Whatnot gone yet? will you be fure to do as I defired you, fweet Sir ? 

[Horner, Harcourt, Dorilant return. 
Mrs. Pin. Sweet Sir, but what will you give me then ? 
Hor. Anything, come away into the next walk. [Exit Hoxnzx.hailing away Mrs.Vmoh. 
Alith. Hold, hold,-what d’ye do ? 
Lucy. Stay, ftay, hold- 
Har. Hold, Madam, hold, let him prefent him, he’ll come prefently *, nay, I will never 

let you go, till you anfwer my queftion. 
Lucy. For God’s fake, Sir, 1 mull follow ’em. \ Alithea, Lucy fimg- 
Dor. No, I havefomething to prefent you with too, you ling with Harcourr, 

lhan’t follow them. ^ and Dorilant. 
Pinchwife returns. 

Mr. Pin. Where?——* how ? ——what's become of? gene—whither? 
Lucy. He’s only gone with the Gentlemen, who will give him fomething, an’t pleafe 

your Worlhip. 
Mr. Pin. Something-—give him fomething, with a Pox—-where are they ? 
Alith. In the next walk only, Brother. 
Mr. Pin. Only, only •, where, where? 

[_Exit Pinchwife, and returns prefently, then goes out again. 

Har. What’s the matter with him? why fo much concern’d? but dearell Madam— 
Alith. Pray let me go, Sir, 1 have Paid, and fuffer’d enough already. 
Har. Then you will not look upon, nor pity my fufferings ? 
Alith. To look upon ’em, when I cannot help ’em, were cruelty, not pity," therefore l 

will never fee you more- 
Har. L.et me then, Madam, have my privilege of a baniibed Lover, complaining or rai¬ 

ling, and giving you but a farewel reafon ■, why, if you cannot condefcend to marry me, 
you Ihou d not take that Wretch my Rival. 

Alith. He only, not you, fince my honour is engag’d fofar to him, can give me a rea¬ 
fon, why I Ihou’d not marry him } but if he be true, and what I think him to me, l mull 
be fo to him *, your Servant, Sir. 

Har. Have Women only conftancy when 5tis a vice, and are like fortune only true to 
fools ?• , 7 

iDor. Thou fhan’tnot ftir thou robufl Creature, you fee I can deal with you, therefore 
you fhou’d ftay the rather, and be kind. [To Lucy, who ft r aggies to get from him. 

Enter Pinchwife. 
Mr. Pin. Gone, gone, not to be found *, quite gone, ten thoufand plagues go with’em , 

which way went they ? 
Alith. But into t’other walk, Brother. 
Lucy. Their bulinefs will be done prefently fure, an’t pleafe your Worfhip, it can’t be 

long in doing I’m fureon’t. 
Alith. Are they not there? 

Mr. Pin, 
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Mr, Pin. No, you know where they are, you infamous Wretch,Eternal ftiaiae of your 

Family, which you do not dilhonour enough your felf, you thinkB but you mull help her 
to do it too, thou Legion of Bauds. 

Alith. Good Brother. 
Mr. Pin. Damned, damn’d Sifter. 
Alith. Look you here, fhe’s coming. 

Enter M/Jfrifs Pinchwife in Man's Cloaths, running with her Hat under her 
arm, full of Oranges and dried fruit, Horner following. 

Mrs. Pin. O dear Bud, look you here what I have got, fee. 
Air. Pin. And what 1 have got here too, which you can’t fee. C Afide,rubbing his forehead. 
Airs. Pin. The fine Gentleman has given me better things yet. 
Mr. Pin. Has he fo ? [Out of breath and colour’d- 

l mufthold yet. \_Afide. 
Hor. 1 have only given your little Brother an Orange, Sir. 
Mr. Ptn. Thank you, Sir. [To Horner; 

You have only iqueezed my Orange, I fuppofe,and given it me again j yet 1 muft have 
a City-patience. [Afide. 
Come, come away- [To his Wife. 

Mrs. Pin. Stay, till I have put up my fine things. Bud. ' 
Enter Sir Jafper Fidget. 

Sr. Jaf. O Mafter Horner, come, come, the Ladies ftay for you} your Miftrifs, my 
Wife, wonders you make not more haft to her. 

Elor. I have ftaid this half hour for you here, and ’tis your fault I am not now with 
your Wife. 

Sr. Jaf. But pray, don’c let her know fo much, the truth on’t is, I was advancing a 
certain Project to His Majefty,about--i’ll tell you. 

Hor. No, leCs go, and hear it at your houfe; Good night fweet little Gentleman; one 
kifs more, you’ll remember me now 1 hope. [Eifes her. 

Dor. What, Sir Jafper, will you feparate Friends? he promis’d to fup with us, and 
if you take him to your houfe, you’ll be in danger of our company too. 

Sr. ]af. Alas Gentlemen, my houfe is not fit for you, there are none but civil Women 
there, which are not for your turn •, he you know can bear with the fociety of civil Wo¬ 
men, now, ha, ha, ha:; beiides he’s one of my Family j—he’s—heh, heh, hell. 

Dor. What is he ? 
Sr. jaf. Faith, my Eunuch, fince you’ll have it, heh, he, he. 

CExit Sir Jafper Fidget, and Horner. 
Dor. I rather wi(h thou wert his, or my Cuckold : Harcourt, what a good Cuckold 

is loft there, for want of a Man to make him one j thee and I cannot have Homer's privi¬ 
lege, who can make ufe of it. 

Har. Ay, to poor Homer, ’cis like coming to an eftate at threefcore, when a Man can’t 
be the better for’c. 

Mr. Pin. Come. 
Mrs. Pin. Prefently Bud. 
Dor. Come let us go too : Madam your Servant. [To Alithea. 

Good night Strapper_— [To Lucy. 
Har. Madam, though you will not let me have a good day, or night, I wilh you one j 

but dare not name the other half of my wish. 
Alith. Good 
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Alifh» Good night, Sir, for ever. 
Mrs. Pin. 1 don’t know where to put this here, dear Bud, you /hail eat it v nay, you 

fhall have part of the fine Gentlemans good things, or treat, as you call it, when we come 
home. 

Mr. Pin. Indeed, Ideferve it, lines I furnilh’d the belt part of it. 
[Strikes away the Orange. 

The Gallant treats, prefents, and gives the Ball 
But’tis the abfent Cuckold, pays for all. 

' ACT IV. SCENE I. 

In PinchwifeV Houfe in the Morning. 

Lucy, Alithea drefs'd in new Cloaths. 

—Madam, now have I drefs’d you, and fet you out with fo many orna¬ 
ments, and (pent upon you ounces of Eflence, and Pulvilio *, and all this for no 

other purpoie, but as People adorn, and perfume a Corps, for a /linking fecond-hand 
grave, inch or as bad I think Mailer Sparkjjh’s Bed. 

Alith. Hold your peace. 
Lucy. Nay, Madam, I will ask you thereafon, why you wou’d banifh poor Mailer 

Harcourt for ever from your fight? how cou’d you be fo hard hearted ? 
Ahth. ’Twas becaufe I was not hard-hearted. 
Lucy. No, no’ewas Hark love and kindnefs, l warrant. 
Alith. It was fo I wou’d fee him no more-, becaufe I love him. 
Lucy. Hey-day, a very pretty reafon. 
Alith. You do not nnderfland me. 
Lucy. 1 with you may your felf. 
Alith. I was engagM'to marry, you fee, another Man, whom my juftice will not fuffer 

me to deceive, or injure. • 
Lucy. Can there be a greater cheat, or wrong done to a Man, than to give him your 

Perfon, without your heart \ I (hou’d make a confcience of it. 
Alith. i’ll retrieve it for him, after 1 am married a while. 
Lucy. The Woman that marries to love better, will be as much miftaken, as the Wen- 

chtr that marries to live better. No, Madam, marrying to increafe love, is like gaming to 
become rich \ alas, you only lofe what little Hock you had before. 

Alith. I find by your Rheccrick you have been brib’d to betray me. 
Lucy. Only by his merit, that has brib’d your heart you fee againfi: your word, arid 

rigid honour ; but what a Devil is this honour? ’tis fare a difealeinthe head, like the- 
Megrim, or Falling-ficknefs, that always hurries People away to do themfelves mh- 
ehief i Men lole their lives by it: Women, what’s dearer to’em, their love, the life 
of life. 

AUth. Come, pray talk you no more of honour, nor Mailer Harcourt; I wilh the other 
wou'd come, to fecure my fidelity to him, and his right in me. 

Lucy. You will marry him then ? 

- ; lab : .■*: rid F Alith. 



^ The Country-Wife. 
^ Alith. Certainly, I have given him already my word, and will my hand too, to make 
it good when he comes. 

Lucy. Well, I wi(h I may never flick pin more, if he be not an errant Natural, to t’o¬ 
ther fine- Gentleman. 

Altth. I own he wants the wit of Harcourt, which I will difpenfe withal, for another 
want he has, which is want of jealoufie, which Men of Wit feldom want. 

Lucy. Lord, Madam, what fnou’d you do with a fool to your Husband, you intend 
to be honeft, don’t you? then that-husbandly virtue, credulity, is thrown away up¬ 
on you. 

AUth. He only that could fufped my virtue, fhou’d have cuufe to do it *, ’tis Sparki(hys . 
confidence in my truth, that obliges me to he fa faithful to him. ■ 

Lucy. You are not lure his opinion may laft. 
Aluh. I am fatisfied, ’cis impofiible for him to be jealous, after the proofs 1 have had - 

of him : Jealoufie in a Husband, Heaven defend me from it, it begets a thoufand plagues 
£0 a poor Woman, the lofs of her honour, her quiet, and her-- 

Lucy. And her pleafare. 
Alith, What d’ye mean, Impertinent? 
Lucy. Liberty is a great pleafure, Madam; 
Ahtb. 1 fay lofs of her honour, her quiet, nay, her life fometimes \ and what’s as bad 

almoft, the iofs of this Town, that is, (he is fent into the Country, which is the laft ill 
ufage of a Husband to a Wife, I think. 

Lucy. O do’s the wind lie there? ' [ Afide. 
Then of neceffity, Madam, you think, a Man muft carry his Wife into the Country, if 
he be wife; the Country is as terrible 1 find to our young Englifii Ladies, as a Monafte- 
ry to thofe abroad; and on my Virginity, I think they wou’d rather marry a London- 
Coaler, than a high Sheriff of a County, lince neither can ftir from his imployment: 
formerly Women of Wit married Fools, for a great Eftate, a fine Seat, or the 
like ; but now ’tis for a pretty Seat only in Lmoln's-Jnn-Fields, St. James's-Fields, or 
the pall; mall. 

Enter to them Sparkiih, and Harcourt drefs'd like a Parfon. 
Spar. Madam, your humble Servant, a happy day to you, and to us all, 
Har, Amen.- 
Alith. Who have we here? 
Spar. My Chaplain faith-t—O Madam, poor Harcourt remembers his humble 

service to you 5 and in obedience to your laft commands, refrains coming into your 

Alith, Is not that he? 
Spar. No, fye no ; but to (hew that he ne’er intended to hinder our Match has fent his 

Brother hereto joyn our hands} when I get me a Wife, 1 muft get her a Chaplain, ac» 
cording to the Cuftoni} this is his Brother, and my Chaplain. 

Aluh, His Brother ? 
Lucy. And your Chaplain, to preach in your Pulpit then— [AJide. 
Alith, His Brother! 
Spar. Nay,, I knew you wou’d not believe it •, I told you, Sir, (he wou’d take you for 

yout.Brother Frank. 
Alkh., Beiieye it/ 
Lucy.,. His Brother! hah, ha3 he, he has 3 trick left ftill it feexns. ——. [AJide. 

Spar, Come 
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Spar. Gome my deareft, pray let us go to Church before the Canonical hour is paft. 
Alith. For ffiame, you are abus’d ftill. 
Spar. By the World ’tis ftrange now you are fo incredulous. 
Alith. ’Tis ftrange you arc fo credulous. 
Spar. Deareft of my life, here me, I tell you this is Ned Har court of Cambridge^ 

by the World, you fee he has a fneaking College look \ ’tis true he’s fomething like 
his Brother Frank,, and they differ from each other no more than in their age, for they 
were Twins. 

Lucy. Hah, ha, he. 
Alith. Your Servant, Sir, I cannot be fo deceiv’d, though you are } but come let’s hear, 

how do you know what you affirm fo confidently ? 
Spar. Why, I’ll tell you all \ Frank. Har court coming to me this morning, to wifh me 

joy, and prefent his fervice to you : I ask'd him,if he cou’d help me to a Parfon , where¬ 
upon he told me, he had a Brother in Town who was in Orders, and he went ftraight 
away, and fent him, you fee there, to me. 

Alith. Yes, Frank, goes, and puts on a blackcoat, then tells you, he is Ned, that’s all 
you have for’t. 

Spar. Plhaw, Pfhaw, I tell you by the fame token, the Midwife put her Garter about 
FranK.s neck, to know’em afunder, they were fo like. 

Alith. Frank, tells you this too* 
Spar. Ay, and Ned, there too } nay, they are both in a Story. 
Alith. So, fo, very foolifli. 
Spar. Lord, if you won’t believe one, you had bell try him by your Chamber maid 

there i for Chamber-maids muft needs know Chaplains from Qther Men, they are fo 
us’d to ’em. 

Lucy. Let’s fee j nay, I’ll be fworn he has the Canonical fmirk, and the filthy, clammy 
palm of a Chaplain. 

Alith. Well, moft reverend Do&or, pray let us make an end of this fooling. 
Har. Witli ail my foul, Divine, Heavenly Creature, when you pleafe. 
Alith. Hefpeaks like a Chaplain indeed. 
Spar. Why, was there not, Soul, Divine, Heavenly, in what he faid ? 
Alith. Once more, moll impertinent Black-coat, ceafe your perfecution, and let us 

have a Conclufion of this ridiculous love. 
Har. I had forgot, I muft fute my Stile to my Coat, or 1 wear it in vain. \_AUth. 
Alith, 1 have no more patience left, let us make once an end of this troublefome Love, 

I fay. 
Liar. So be it,Seraphick Lady, when your honour (hall think it meet, and convenient 

fo to do. 
Spar. ’Gad I’m fure none but a Chaplain cou’d fpeak fo, I think. 
Alith. Let me tell you, Sir, this dull trick will not ferve your turn, though you delay 

our Marriage, youfhallnot hinder if. 
Har. Far be it from me, MnniBceni Patronefs, to delay your Marriage,! d-efre nothing 

more than to marry you prefently, which 1 might do, if you your feif Wou’d ; for my 
Noble, Good-natur’d and thrice Generous Patron here wou’d not hinder is. 

Spar. No, poor Man, not 1 faith. 
Har. And now, Madam, let me tell you plainly, no body elfe fhall marry you, by Hea¬ 

vens, I’ll dye fhft, for fra fure iffiou’d die alter it. 
F 2 Lucy. Ho?/ 
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Lucy. How his love has made hirp forget his, Fun&ion, as I have feen it in real 

Pprfons. 
Jli'h, That was fpokenlikea Chaplain too, now you underltand him, I hope. 
Spar. Poor Man, he takes it hainoufly to be refus’d; I can’t blame him,, ’cis putting an 

indignity upon him not to be fuffer’d, but you'll pardon.me, Madam, it lhan’t be, he fhall 
marry us, come away, pray Madam. 

Lucy, Hah, ha, he, more ado ! ’tis late. 
jilith'. Invincible Rapidity, I tell you he wou’d marry me, as your Rival, not as youp 

Chaplain. 
Sp^r-. Come, come Madam. \_PiiUing her away. 
Lucy. 1 pray, Madam, do not refufe this Reverend Divine, the honour,and fatisfadtiaa 

of marrying you g for 1 dare fay, he has fet his heart upon’t, good Do&or. 
Alith- What can you hope, or d.efign by this ? 
Hat. I con’d anfwer her, a reprieve for a day only, often revokes a hafly doom? at 

wot if, if fhe will not take mercy on me, and let me marry her, I have at lead the Lovers 
fecond plea ft; re, hindring my Rivals enjoyment, though but for a time.. 

Spar. Come Madam, Trs e’en twelve a Clock, and my Mother charg’d me never to be 
married out of the Canonical hours } come, come, Lord .here’s fuch a deal of modefly, I 
warrant the RfR day. 

Lucy. Yes, an’t pleafe your Worfhip, married Women (hew.all their Modefly the firft 
day, becaufe married Meuflvew all their love the fird day. 

[Exeunt Sparkifh, Alithea, Harcourt, and Lucy, 
The- Scene changes to a Bed chamber, v?here Pinch wife, Mrs- Pinchwife, 

M(. Pin. Come tell me, I fay. 
Mrs. Pin. Lord, han't I told it an hundred times over. 
Mr- Pin. I wou’d try, if in the repetition of the ungrateful tale, I cOu’d find her alte; 

.ring it in the lead circumflance, for if her ilory be falfe, (he is fo too. - [Afide* 

Come, how.was’t Baggage? 
Mrs. Pin. Lord, what pi eg Pure you take to hear it ftire! 

Mr- Pin. No, you take more in telling it l find j but fpeak, how was’t ? 
Mrs. Tin He carried me up into the houfe, next to the Exchange. 
Mr.Pin( So, and you two wete only in the room. 
Mrs. Pm. Yes, for he fent away a Youth that was there, for fome dried Fruit,and Chi-:; 

na Oranges. 
Mr, Pm, Did h? fo ? Damn him for it-and for-r-,. 

Mrs. Pin. But prefently came up the Gentlewoman of the houle. 
Mr. Pin. O, Ywas welj flic did, but what did he do whileft the Fruit came ?• 
Mrs. Pin. He kifs'd me an hundred times, and told me he fancied he kifs’d my fine SK? 

Her, meaning me you know, whom-he faid he lov’d with all his Soul, and bid me be fure 
m tell her fo, and to defire her to be at her Window,by eleven of .the Clock this morning, 
and he wou’d walk under it at that time. 

Mr. Pin. And he,was as good as his word, very punctual, a pox reward him fork. 
{^Afide.. 

Mrs. Pin. Well, and he faid.if you were not within, lie wou’d come up to her, meaning, 
me you know, Bud, dill, 

Mr-. Pm.- S.O;—he knew her certainly, but for this confeffion, I am oblig’d to her 
Sipplicityv^ [ A fids.. 

Bnt 
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But what you Hood very ftill, when he kifs’d you ? 

Mrs. Pin. Yes, I warrant you, wou’d you have had me difcover’d my felf? 
Mr. Pin. But you told me, he did fome beaftlinefs to you, as you call'd it, what 

was’t ? 
Mrs. Pin. Why, he put- 
Mr. Pin. What? 
Mrs. Pin. Why he put the tip of bis tongue between my lips, and fo* mull’d me—— 

and I raid. I’d bite-it. 
Mr. Pin. An eternal canker fejze it, for a dog. 
Mrs. Pin. Nay, you need not be fo angry with him neither, for to fay truth, he has 

thefweeteft breath 1 ever knew.' 
Mr. Pin. The Devil-you were fatisfied with it then, and wou’ddo it again. 
Mrs. Pin. Not unlefs he Ihou’d force me. 
Mr. Pin. Force you, changeling, l tell you no Woman can be forced. 
Mrs. Pin. Yes, but (he may fure, by fuch a one as he, for he’s a proper, goodly ftrong 

Man, 5tis hard, let me tell you, to refill him. 
Mr. Pin. So, ’tis plain fhe loves him, yet fhe has not love enough to make her conceal 

, it-from me, but the fight of him will increafe her averfion for me, and love for him ; 
and that loveinltrud her how to deceive me, and fatisfiebim, all ideot as file is: Love, 
’twas he gave Women firft their craft, their art of deluding ; out of Natures hands 
they came plain, open, filly, and fit for Haves, as She and Heaven intended’em ; but 
damn’d Love--Well --I mull Itrangle that little Monller, whiled I can deal 
with him.< 
Go fetch Pen, Ink, and Paper out of the next room. 

Mrs. Pin. Yes, Bud. \Pxit Mrs. Pinchwire. 
Mr. Pin. Why fhould Women have more invention in love than Men ? It can only be, 

becaufe they have more defires, more (eliciting paflions, more lull, and more of the De¬ 
vil.., [Afidei 

Miftrifs Pinchwife returns. 
Come, Minks, fit down and write. 

Airs. Pin. Ay, dear Bud, but I can’t do’t very well.' 
Mr. Pin. I wilh you cou’d not at all. 
Airs.Pin. But what fhou’d I write for? 
Mr. Pin. I’ll have you writea Letter to your Lover. 
Mrs. Pin. O Lord, to the fine Gentleman a Letter ! 
Air. Pin. Yes, to the fine Gentleman. 
Airs. Pin. Lord, you do but jeer; fure you jelr. 
Mr, Pin. 1 am not fo merry, come write as 1 bid you. 
Mrs. Pin. What, do you think, I am a fool ? 
Mr. Pin. She’s afraid I would not didate any love to him, therefore file’s un willing ; 

but you had bell begin. 
Mrs. Pin. Indeed,and indeed, but! won’t, fo I won't. 
Mr. Pin. Why ? 
Mrs. Pin. Becaufe he’s in Town, you may fend for him if you will. 
Mr. Pin. Very well, you wou’d have him brought to you ; is it come to this ? I fay 

take;the Pen and write, or you’ll provoke me. 

Mrs.' Pin. 
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Mrs. Pin. Lord, what d’ye make a fool of me for? Don’t I know that Letters are never 

writ, but from the Country to London, and from London into the Country \ now he’s in 
Town, and I am in Town too 7 therefore I can’t write to him you know. 

Mr. Pm. So, I am glad it is no worfe, fne is innocent enough yet. [Afide, 
Yes you may, when your Husband bids you, write Letters to People that are in Town. 

Mrs. Pin. O may I fo ! Then I’m fatished. 
Mr. Pin. Come begin—Sir  - [Dittates. 
Mrs. Pin. Shan’t l fay, Dear Sir ? You know one fays always fomefching more than 

bare Sir. 
Mr. Pin. Write as l bid you, or S will write Whore with this Penknife in your Face. 
Airs.Pin. Nay, good Bud.-Sir-- {Shewrites. 
Mr. Pin. Though 1 fuffer’d laft night your naufeous, loath’d Kifles and Embraces — 

Write. 
Airs. Pin. Nay, why (hon’d I fay fo ? you know I. told you, he had a fweet breath. 
Mr. Pin. Write. 
Mrs. Pin. Let me but put out, loath’d. 
Mr. Pin. Write I fay. 
Mrs. Pin. Well then. [Writes. « ! 
Mr. Pin. Let’s fee, what have you writ ? 

Though I fuffer’d laft night your kiffes and Embraces--~[Tak?s the Paper, and reads. 
Thou impudent Creature, where is naufeous and loath’d? 

Mrs. Pin. I can’t abide to write fuch filthy words. 
Mr. Pin. Once more write as I’d have you, and queftionit not, or I will fpoilthy wri¬ 

ting with this, I will ftab out thofe eyes that caufe my mifcbief. [Holdsnp the Penknife. 
Mrs. Pin. O Lord, I will. 
Mr. Pin. So—v fo-let’s fee now ! [Reads. 

Though I fuffer’d laft night your naufeous, loath’d Kiffes., and Embraces; goon-- 
Yet I would not have you prefume that you (hall ever repeat them—So— [She writes. 

.. Mrs. Pin. I have writ it. 
Mr. Pin. On then-1 then conceal’d my felf from your knowledge, to avoid your 

infolencies- ' N [She writes. 
Airs. Pin. So>-- 
Air. Pin. The fame reafon now I am out of your hands ——* . [She writes. 
Airs, Pin. So —- 

Mr. Pin. Makes me own to you my unfortunate, though innocent frolick, of being in 
Man’s deaths. \ [She writes. 

Mrs. Pits, So--* 

Mr. Pin. That you may for evermore ceafe to purfue her, who hates and detefts 
you- [She writes on. 

Airs. Pin. So—h-- [Sighs. 
Mr. Pin. What do you figh? ——- detefts you—as much as fhe loves her Husband 

and her Honour—-- 
Mrs. Pin. 1 vow Husband he’ll ne’er believe, I fhou’d write inch a Letter. 
Air. Pin. What he’d expedt a kinder from you? come now your name only. 
Mrs. Pin. What, {han’t I fay your rooft faithful, humble Servant till death ? 
Mr.-Pin.' No, tormenting Friend y her ftile I find wou’d be very foft, [,Afidem \ 

Come 
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Come wrap it up now, while!!: I go fetch wax and a candle * and write on the back-fide. 
For Mr. Horner. ; ^ [Exit Pitch wife,' 

Mrs. Pin. For Mr. Horner—So, I am glad he has told me his name •, Dear Mr. i/cr- 
ner, but why fhould 1-fend thee fuch a Letter, that will vex thee, and make thee angry 
with me j-well I will* not fend it-Ay, burthen my Husband will kill me--, 
for 1 fee plainly, he won’t let me love Mr. Homer—-but what care I for my Huf- 
band-1 won’t, fo 1 won’t, fend poor Mr. Horner fuch a. Letter——but then my Huf- 
band^--But oh-what if I writ at bottom, my Husband made me write it™- 
Ay, but then my Husband wou’d-fee’t-—Can one have no fhift, ah, a London woman 
wou’d have had a hundred prefently \ flay-—*wjaat if I fhou’d write a Letter,*and wrap 
it up like this, and write upon’ttoo^ ay, but then my Husband wou’d fee’t-1 
don’t know what to do--But yet y vads I’ll try, fo I will—for I will not fend this 
Letter to poor Mr. Homer, come what will on’t. 

Dear, fweet Mr .Horner-To-my Husband wou’d JShe writes, and repeats 
have me fend you a bafe, rude, unmannerly Letter —but I ( what [he hath writ. 
won’t-fo-and wou’d have me forbid you loving me—but I won’t— 
Jo-and wou’d have me fay to you, 1 hate you poor Mr. Horner-but I won’t 
tell a lye for him-there——for I’m fare if you and I were in the Country at Cards 

’* together, —fo — I cou’d not help treading on your Toe under the Table—fo — or rub¬ 
bing knees with you, and {taring in your face, ’till you faw me-'—-very well —and then 
looking down, and blufhing for an hour together-—fo-—but 1 mult make hafte be¬ 
fore my Husband comes j and now he fas taught me to write Letters: You (hall have 
longer ones fronf me, who am 

Dear, dear, poor dear Mr. Homer, your molt 
Humble Friend, and Servant to command till death, 

v Margery Tinchwife. 
Stay I mult give him a hint at bottom—fo—now wrap it up juft like t’other—- 

fo—now v/rite for Mr. Horner—But oh now, what (hall I do with it? for here comes 
my Husband. 

Enter Pinchwife. 
Mr.Pin. I have been detained by a Sparkifh Coxcomb, who pretended a vifit to me ; 

but I fear twas to my Wife. [Afde. 
What, have you dene ? 

Mrs. Pin. Ay, ay Bud, juft now. 
Mr. Pin. Let’s fee’t, what d’ye tremble for', what, you wou’d not have it go? 
Mrs. Pin. Here-No 1 muft not give him that, fo I had J He opens, and reads 

beenfervedif -I had given him this. [Afide. \ the frrft Letter, 
Mr. Pin. Come, where’s the Wax and Seal ? 
Mrs. Pin. Lord, what (hall 1 do now ? Nay then I have it-- [Afide, 

Pray let me fee’r. Lord you think me fo errand J Snatches the Letter from him, changes it for 
a fool, l cannot feal a Letter,! will do t fo I will, l the other, feals *>, and delivers it to hint. 

Mr. Pin. Nay, I believe you will learn that and other things too, which i wou’d not 
have you. . 

Mrs. Pin. So, han’t I done it curioufly ? 
I think I have, there’s my Letter going to Mr. Horner\ flnce he’ll needs have me fend 
Letters to Folks. [Afide. 

Mr. Pin. ’Tis very well, but I warrant, you wou’d not have it go now ?“ 
Mrs. Pin. 
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Mrs, Pin. Yes indeed, but I wou’d, Bud, now. 
Mr. Pin. Well, you are a good Girl then, come let me lock you up in your Chamber, 

’till 1 come back \ and be fure you come not within three Rrides of the window, when I 
am gone \ for I have a fpye in the jflreet. lExit Mrs. Pin. 

At leafl’tis fit file think fo, if we do not cheat Women, they’ll cheat f Pinchwife locks 
us •, 2nd fraud may be ju-ftly ufed with fecret enemies, of which a Wife\ the door. 
is the moll dangerous; and he that has a handfome one to keep, and a Frontier Town, 
mu ft provide againft treachery,* rather than open Force—Now I have fecured all with¬ 
in, Til deal with the Foe without with falfe intelligence. [Holdsup the Letter. 

[Exit Pinchwife. 

The Scene changes to HornerV Lodging. 

* ■ . ' ' v! 1 Vl» " A* ' .* 4 J 

Quack and Horner. 

Oil. Well Sir, howfadges the new deiign *, have you not the luck of all your Brother 
Projectors, to deceive only your felf at laft ? 

Hor. No, good Dominc DoCtor, I deceive you it feems, and others too \ for the grave 
Matrons, and old rigid Husbands think me as unfit for love, as they are \ but their Wives, 
Sifters, and Daughters, know fomeof’em better things already. 

Ox, Already ! 
Hor. Already, I fay \ laft night I was drunk with half a dozen of your civil Perfons, 

as you call’em, and People of Honour, and fo was made free of their Society,and Dref- 
fing-rooms for ever hereafter •, and am already come to the privileges of fieeping upon 
their Pailats, warming Smocks, tying Shooesand Garters, and the like DoCtor, already, 
already Dodlor. 

Qu. You have madeufe-of your time, Sir. 
Hor. Tcell thee, I am now no more interruption to ’em, -when they ling, or talk baw¬ 

dy, than a little Squab French Page, who fpeaks no Englifil. 
Qu. But do civil Perfons, and Women of Honour drink, and ling bawdy Songs? 
Hor. O amongfl Friends, amongfl Friends \ for your Bigots in Honour, are juft like 

thcfein Religion } they fear the eye of the World, more than the eye of Heaven, and 
think there is no virtue, but railing at vice \ and no lln, but giving Randal: They rail 
at a poor, little, kept Player, and keep themfelves fome young, moddl Pulpit Co¬ 
median to be privy to their fins in their Ciofets, not to tell ’em of them in their 
Chappels. 

Qu. Nay, the truth on’t is, Priefls amongfl the Women now, have quite got the bet¬ 
ter of us Tay-Confefiors, Phyficians. 

Hor. And they are rather their Patients, but—*—- 
Enter my Lady Fidget, looking about her. 

Now we talk of Women of Honour, here comes one, flep behind the Screen there, and 
bur. ob.ferve-, if I have not particular privileges, with the Women of reputation already, 
Doftor, already. ' 

La. Fid. Well Horner, am not l a Woman of Bonoiyr ? you fee I’m as good as my 
word. 

Hor. And you fhall fee Madam, I’ll not be behind-hand with you in honour", and I’ll 
be as good as my word too, if you pleafe but to withdraw into the next room. 

La. Fid, 
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La. Fid. Bat firft, my dear Sir, you mult promife to have a care of my dear Honour. 
Hor. If you talk a word more of ycur Honour, you’ll make me incapable to wrong 

it \ to talk of Honour in the mylteries of Love, is like talking of Heaven, or the Deity 
in an operation of Witchcraft, jult when you are employing the Devil, it makes the 
charm impotent. 

La. Fid. Nay, 6e, let us not be fmooty ; but you talk of mylteries, and bewitching to 
me, I don’t underftand you. 

Hor. I tell you, Madam, the word money in a Mifirelfes mouth, at fuch a nick of time, 
is not a more diflieartning found to a younger Brother, than that of Honour to an eager 
Lover like my felf. 

La. Fid. But you can’t blame a Lady of my reputation to be chary. 
Hor. Chary——rI have been chary of it already, by the report I have caus’d of my 

felf. 
La. FidAy, but if you fbou’d ever let other Women know' that dear fecret, it would 

come outs nay, you mult haves great .care of your conduit *, for my acquaintance are 
fo cenforious, (oh ’tis a wicked cenforious World, Mr. Horner,) I fay, are fo cenforious, 
and detrading, that perhaps they’ll talk to the prejudice of my Honour, though you 

.fbou’d not let them know the dear fecret. 
Hoy. Nay, Madam, rather than they (hall prejudice your Honour, I’ll prejudice theirs ; 

and toferve you, I’ll lie with’em all, make the fecret their own, and then they’if keep 
it : lam a Machiavel in love, Madam. 

La. Fid. O, no Sir, not that way. 
Hoy. Nay, the Devil take me, if cenforious Women are to be filenc’d any other way . 
La. Fid. A fecret is better kept 1 hope, by a Angle Perfon than a multitude ; there¬ 

fore pray do not truft any body elfe with it, dear, dear Mr. Horner, 

LnteY Sir Jafper Fidget, 
Sy. Jaf. How now ! 

La.Fid. O my Husband———prevented—-and what’s almoll; as bad, found 
with my arms about another Man-—that will appear too much.—-what fhall 
I fay ? CAfide. 
Sir Jafper come hither, I am trying if Mr, Horner were ticklifb, and he’s as ticklifh as can 
fee, I love to torment the confounded Toad ; let you and I tickle him. 

Sr. Jaf. No, your Ladylhip will tickle him better without me, I fuppofe ; but is this 
your buying China, I thought you had been at the China-Houfe ? 

Hoy. China-Houfe, that’s my Cue, I mult take it. \_hfidt. 
A Pox, can't you keep your impertinent Wives at home ? fame Men are troubled 
with the Husbands, but I with the Wives; but I’d have you to know, fince I can¬ 
not be your Journey-man by night, 1 will not be your drudge by day, to fquire your 
Wife about, and be your Man of Itraw, or fcare-crow only to Pyes and Jays; that 
would be nibling at your forbidden fruit; 1 fiiali be fhortly the Hackney Genileaian- 
lllher of the Town. 

Sr. Jaf. Heh,heh, he, poor fellow he’s in the right on’c faith, to fquire Women a- 
bout for other folks, is as ungrateful an employment, as to tell money tor other folks; 

g CAfide. 

Heh, he, he, beift angry Horner-- 
La. Fid. No, ’tis I have more reafon to be angry, who am left by you, to go a- 

G broad 
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broad indecently alone; or, what is more indecent, to pin my felf upon fuch ill-bred Peo¬ 
ple of your acquaintance, as this is. 

Sr. Jaf . Nay, pr’ythee, what has he done ? 
La.Fid.N2y, He has done nothing. 
Sr. Jaf But what d’ye take ill, if he has done nothing? 
La. Fid. Hah, hah, hah. Faith, I can’t but laugh however ^ why, d’ye think the un¬ 

mannerly toad wou’d not come down to me to the Coach, I was fain to come up to fetch 
him, or go without him, which I was refolved not to do * for he knows China very 
well, and has himfelf very good, but will not let me fee it, left Uhould beg Tome j but 
! will find it out, and have what 1 came for yet. 

[Exit Lady Fidget, and locks the door, followed by Horner to the door. 
Her. Lock the door Madam- [Apart to Lady Fidget. 

So, fhe has got into my Chamber, and lock’d me out ; oh the impertinency of Woman¬ 
kind / Wei!, Sir Jafper, plain dealing is a jewel} if ever you fuffer your Wife to trou¬ 
ble me again here, fhe fhall carry you home a pair of Horns, by my Lord Major fhe (hall; 
though I cannot furnifh you my felf, you are fore, yet I'll find a way. 

Sr. Jaf. Hah, ha, he, at my fit It coming in, and finding her arms about him, tickling 
him it feerns, I was naif jealous, but now I fee my folly. [Afides 
Hell, he, he, poor Horner. 

Hor. Nay, though you laugh now, 'twill be my turn e’er long: Oh Women,more im¬ 
pertinent, more cunning, and more mifehievous than their Monkeys, and to me almoftas 
ugly-——now is fhe, throwing my things about, and rilling all I have, but I’ll get in to 
her the back way, and fo rifle her for it- 

Sr. Jaf. Hah, ha, ha, poor angry Horner. 
Hor. Stay he-re a little. I’ll ferret her out to you prefently, I warrant. 

[Exit Horner at t'other door. 
Sr. Jaf. Wife, my Lady Fidgety Wife, he is JSir Jafper calls through the door to his 

coming into you the back way. Wife, jhe anfwers from within. 
La, Fid. Let him«come, and welcome, which way he will. 
Sr. Jaf He’ll catch you, and ufe you roughly, and be too ftrong for you. 
La. Fid. Don’t you trouble your felf, let him if he can. 
jQu. [Behind"] This indeed I cou’d not have believ’d from him, nor any but my owe 

eyes. 
Enter Mifirifs Sqncamifh. 

Sqhsam. Where’s this Woman hater, thrs 1 ^ad, this ugly, grealie, dirty Sloven? 
Sr. Jaf. So the Women all will have him ugly, methinks he is a comely Perfon \ but 

his wants make his form contemptible to ’em , and ’tis e’en as my Wife faid yeflerday, 
talking of him, that a proper handfome Eunuch, was as ridiculous a thing, asaGigan- 
lick Coward. 

Squeam. Sir Jafper, your Servant, where is the odious Beaft ? 
Sr. Jaf He’s within in his Chamber, witn my Wife j lhe*s playing the wag with 

him.. 
Squeam. Is flie fo, and he’s a clownifli beaft, he’ll give her no quarter, he’ll play 

the wag with her again, let me tell you* come, let’s go help her—-.What, the 
door’s lock’d ? 

Sr. Jaf. Ay, my Wife lock’d it-- 
Squeam, Did (he fo, let us break'it open,then? • 

Sr. Jaf 
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Sr.Jaf. No, no, he’ll do her no hurt. 
Sqaeam. No-But is there no other way to get into ’em, whither goes this ? i 

will difturb’em. \_Afide, 
\_Exit Squeamifli at another door. 

Enter Old Lady Squeamifli. 
Old L. Sqaeam. Where is this Harlotry, this Impudent Baggage, this rambling Tom- 

rigg? OSir Jafper^ I’m glad to lee you here, did you not fee my vil’d Grandchild dome 
in hither juft now ? 

Sr.Jaf. Yes. 
Old L. Sqaeam. Ay, but where is {he then ? whore is {he ? Lord, Sir Jaf per, I have e’en 

ratled my felf to pieces in purfuit of her, but can you tell what (lie makes "here? they 
fay below, no Woman lodges here, 

Sr.Jaf No. 
Old h. Sqaeam. No-—Whatdo?s fhe here then? fay, if it be not a Womans lodging, 

what makes (he here? but are youfure no Woman lodges here ? 1 

Sr. Jaf. No, nor no Man neither, this is Mr. Horner's lodging. 
Old L. Sqm am. Is it fo are you fure ? 
Sr, Jaf. Yes, Yes. . \5' 
Old L. Sqaeam, So then there’s no hurt in’t I hope, but where is he ? 
Sr. Jaf He’s in the next room with my Wife. 
Old L. Sqaeam. Nay, if you truft him with your Wife, I may with my Biddy, they 

fay he’s a merry harmlefs Man now, e’en as harmlefs a Man as ever came out of Italy 
with a good voice, and as pretty harmlefs company for a Lady, as *n Snake without his 
teeth. 

Sr. Jaf Ay, ay, poor Man. 
Enter Mrs. Squeamifli. 

Sqaeam. I can’t find ’em—-—Oh, are you here. Grandmother, Hollow’d, you muft 
know, my Lady Fidget hither, ’tis the prettieft lodging, and 1 have been flaring on the 
prCttieft Pi&ures. > 

Enter Lady Fidget with a piece of China in her hand, and Horner following. 
La. Fid. And I have been toyling and moyling, for thepretty’ft piece of China, my 

Dear. 
Hor. Nay, {he has been too hard for me, do what l cou’d. 
Sqaeam. Oh, Lord, I’ll have fome China too, good Mr. Horner, don’t think to give other 

People China, and me none, come in with me too. 
Hor. Upon my honour I have none left row. 
Sqaeam. Nay, nay, l have known you deny your China before now, but you {han’t put 

me off fo, come —- 
Hor. This Lady had the laft there. 
Ba.Fid. Yes indeed, Madam, to my certain knowledge he has no more left. 
Sqaeam. O, but it may be he may have fome you could not find. 
La. Fid. What d’ye think if he had had any left, I would not have had it too, for we 

Women of Quality never think we have China enough. 
Hor. Do not take it ill, 1 cannot make China for you all? but I will have a RoL waggon 

for you too, another time. 
Sqaeam. Thank you dear Toad. [T<? Horner afide. 
Lh.Fijt. What do you mean by that proffiife ? 

G z Hor. Alas, 
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Hor. Alas, fne has an innocent, literal under Aran ding. [Hpart to Lady Fidget 
Old L. Squeam. Poor Mr. Horner, he has enough to do to pleafe you all, I fee. 
Hor, Ay, Madam, you fee how they ufe me. 
Old L> Squeam. Poor Gentleman, I pity you. 
Hor. I thank you, Madam, I could never find pity, but from fuch reverend Ladies, as 

y ou are, the young ones will never fpare a Man. 
Squeam. Come, come, Beall, and go dine with us, for we (hall want a M2n at Hombre 

after dinner. 
Hor. That’s all their ufe of me, Madam, you fee. 
Squeam. Come Sloven, Til lead you' to be fure of you. [Pulls him by the Erevan 
Old L. Squeam. Aias poor Alan, how fhe tugs him, kifs, kifs her, that’s the way to make 

fuch nice Women quiec. 
Hor. No, Madam, that Remedy is worfe than the torment, they know I dare fuffer 

any thing rather than do it. v ■ , 
OldL. Squeam. Prithee kifs her, and I’ll give you her Pi&ure in little,that you admir’d 

fo left night, prithee do. 
Hor. Wei), nothing but that could bribe me, I love a Woman only in Effigie,and good 

painting, as much as l hate them-- I’ll do't, for Icou’dadore the Devil well pain¬ 
ted. I'JCijfes Mrs. Squeam. c* 

Squeam. Foh, you filthy Toad, nay, now Pvedone jelting.- 
OldL. Squeam. Hs, ha, ha, I told you fo. 
Squeam. Foh, a kifs of his- 

Sr. Jaf. Has no more hurt in’t, than one of my Spaniels. 
Squeam. Nor no more good neither. 
Qtu I will now believe any thing he tells me. [jBehind. 

Enter Mr. Pinch wife. 
La. Fid. O Lord, here’s a Man, Sir Jafper^ my Mask, my Mask, I would not be feen here 

for the World. 
Sr. Jaf. What not, when I am with you. 
La. Fid. No, no my honour-—let’s be gone. 
Squeam. Oh Grandmother, let us be gone, make halte, make halte, I know not how he 

may cenfure us. 
La, Fid. Be found in the lodging of any thing like a Man, away. 

[Exeunt Sir jafpcr. La. Fid. Old La. Squeam. Mrs, Squeamish. 
Ou: What’s here, another Cuckold --he looks like one, and noneelfe fure have any 

bvtlinefs with him. [Behind. 
Hor. Well, what brings my dear friend hither ? 
Mr. Fin. Your impertinency. 
Hor. My impertinency-—why you Gentlemen that have got handfome Wives, 

think you have a privilege of faying any thing to your Friends, and are as brutifb, as if 
you were our Creditors. * 

Mr. Fin. No,Sir, I’ll near trull you 2ny way. 
Hor, But why not, dear Jack, why diffide in me, thou know’ll fo well ? 

Mr. Pin. Becaufe I do.know you fo well. 
Her. Han’t 1 been always thy Friend, honefl: Jack^ always ready to ferve thee, in love5 

or -battel, before thou were married, and am fo Hill? 
Mr. Pin. 1 believe fo, you wou’d be my fecond, now indeed* 

Hor, Wei! 
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Hor. Well then dear 3^, why fo unkind, fogrum, fo ftrange to me, come prithee 

kifs me dear Rogue, gad S was always l fay, and am (till as much thy Servant as- 
Mr. Pin. As I am yours, Sir. What you wou’d fend a kifs to my Wife, is that it? 
Hor. So there ’tis--a Man can’t (hew his friendlhip to a married Man, but pre- 
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fently he talks of his Wife to you ; prithee let thy Wife alone, and let thee and I be all 
one, as we were wont, what thou art as fhye of my kindnefs, as a Lombard-fireet Aider- 
man of a Courtier’s civility at Lockets. 

Mr. Pin. But you are over kind'to me, as kind, as ifl were your Cuckold already, yet 
I mull confefs you ought to be kind and civil to me, Cnee I am fo kind, fo civil to you, as 
to bring you this, look you there, Sir. fDelivers him a Letter, 

Hor. Whatis’t? 
Mr. Pin. Only a Love Letter, Sir. 
Hor. From whom——how, this is frpm your Wife——hum—and hum—- 

[Reads. 
Mr. Pin. Even from my Wife, Sir, am I not wondrous kind and civil to you, now 

too ? _ ■ 
But you’ll not think her fo. fAfde. 

Hor. Ha, is this a trick of his, or hers ? [ Afide, 
Mr. Pin. The Gentleman’s furpriz’d 1 find, what, youexpe&ed a kinder Letter ? 
Hor. No faith, not I, howcou’dl? 
Mr. Pin* Yes, yes, I’m fure you did * a Man fo well made as you are mull; needs be dif- 

appointed, if the Women declare not their pafiion at firft fight or opportunity. 
Hor. But what fhould this mean? (lay, the Poftfcript. 

Be fure you love me, whatfoever my Husband fays to the contrary, and let him not fee 
this, left he (hould come home, and pinch me, or kill my Squirrel. [Reads afde. 
It feems he knows not what the Letter contains. [Afde, 

Mr. Pin. Come, ne’er wonder at it fo much. 
Hor. Faith, I can’t help it. 
Mr. Pin. Now, I think, I have deferv’d your infinite friendfhip, and kindnefs, and 

have (hewed my felf fufficiently an obliging kind Friend and Husband,am I not fo,to bring 
a Letter from my Wife to her Gallant ? 

Hor. Ay, the Devil take me, art thou, the moft obliging, kind Friend and Husband in 
the World, ha, ha. 

Mr. Pin. W ell, you may be merry, Sir, but in (liort I mull tell you, Sir, my honour 
will fuffer no jelling. 

Hor. What do’ft thou mean ? 
Mr. Pin. Does the Letter want a Comment ? then know, Sir, though 1 have been fo 

civil a Husband, as to bring you a Letter from my Wife, to let you kifs and court her 
to my face, I will not be a Cuckold, Sir, I will not. 

Hor. Thou art mad with jealoufie, 1 nevlr faw thy Wife in my life, but at the Play ye- 
Herd ay, and I know not if it were (he or no, I court her, kifs her! 

Mr.Pfn. I will not be a Cuckold, I fay, there will be danger in making me a Cuc¬ 
kold. 

Hor. Why, wert thou not well cur’d of thy lad clap ? 
Mr. Pin. I wear a Sword. 
Hor. It (hould be takerv from thee, led thou (hould’ft do thy felf a mifehief with it. 

thou art mad, Man. 
Mr, Rfrh 
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Mr. Pin. As mi as I alii, and as merry as you are, I mufl have mote reafon from you 

e’er we part, I fay again, though you kifs’d, and courted laft night my Wife in Man's 
clothes, as {he confelks, in her Letter. 

Hor. Ha- [Afide. 
Mr. Pin. Both fhe and I fay, you mull not defign it again, for you have miftaken your 

Woman, as you have done your Man. 
Hor. Oh--1 underftand fomething now-- _ [\Afide. 

Was that thy Wife? why would’lt thou not tellme’twas {he ? faith my freedom with 
her was your fault, not mine. 

Mr. Pin. Faith, fo ’tvvas-— \_Ajide. 
Hor. Fye, I’d never do’t to a Woman before her Husband’s face, fure. 
Mr. Pin. But l had rather you {hould do’Gto my Wife before my face, than behind my 

back, and that you fliall never do. 
Hor. No—*—**you will hinder me. 
Mr. Pin. If I would not hinder you, you fee by her Letter fhe wou’d. 
Hor. Well, I mufl; e’en acquiefce then, and be contented with what {he writes. 
Air. Pin. I’ll allure you ’twas voluntarily writ, I had no hand in’c you may believe me. 
Hor. I do believe thee, faith. 
Mr. Pin. And believe her too, for {he’s an innocent Creature, has no diflerabling in her, 

and fo fare you well, Sir. 
Hor. Pray, however, prefentmy humble fervice to her, and tell her I will obey her Let¬ 

ter to a tittle, and fulfill her defireSj be what they will, or with what difficulty foeverl 
do’t, and you {hall be no more jealous of me, I warrant her, and you- 

Mr. Pin. Well, then fare you well, and play with any Man’s honour but mine,kifs any 
Man’s Wife but mine, and welcome-- [Exit Mr, Pinch. 

Hor. Ha, ha, ha, Do&or. 
Quack. It feems he has not heard the report of you, or does not believe it ? 
Hor. Ha, ha, now Doctor what think you ? 
i?#. Pray let’s fee the Letter—hum-for-dear-love you-— 

[ Reads the Letter. 
Hor. 1 wonder how fhe cou’d contrive it! what fay’ft thou to’t, 5tis an Original. 
Qu. So are your Cuckolds too* Originals : for they are like no other common Cuc¬ 

kolds, and I will henceforth believe it not impoflible for you to Cuckold the Grand Sig¬ 
ner amidft his Guards of Eunuchs, that I fay-- 

Hor. And l fay for the Letter, ’tis the firfl: Love Letter that ever was without Flames, 
Darts, Fates, Deflinies, Lying and Diflembling in’t. 

Enter Sparkilh pulling in Mr. Pinchwife. x 
Spar. Come back, you are a pretty Brother-in-law, neither go to Church, nor to din¬ 

ner with your Sifler Bride. 
Mr. Pin. My Siller denies her marriage, and you fee is gone away from you diCTa- 

tisfy’d. ' * 
Spar. Pfliaw,uponafooli{hfcruple, that our Parfonwas not in lawful Orders, and did 

not fay all the Common-Prayer, but’tis her modelty only I believe, but let Women be 
never fo modefi: the firfl: day, they’ll be fure to come to themfelves by night, and 1 fliall 
have enough of her then j in the mean time, Harry Horner, you mufl dine with me^l keep 
my Wedding at my Aunts in the Fiaz,z.a. , 

Hor. Thy 
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Hor. Thy Wedding! what ftale Maid has liv’d to defpair of a Husband,or what young 

one of a Gallant ? 
Spar. O your Servant Sir-this Gentleman’s Sifter then'——»No ftale Maid. 
Hor. I’m forry for’t. 
Mr. Pin. How comes he fo concern’d for her—.— [Afide. 
Spar. You forry for’t, why do you know any ill by her ? 
hor. No, I know none but by thee, ’tis for her fake, not yours, and another Man’s fake 

that might have hop’d, I thought-- 
Spar. Another Man, another Man, what is his Name? 
Hor. Nay, fince ’tis paft he (hall be namelefsr 

Poor Har court, lam forry thou haft mift her-- [Afide. 
Mr. Pin. He feems to be much troubled at the match— [Afide. 
Spar. Prithee tell me—nay, you {han’t go Brother. 
Mr. Pin. I muft of neceflity, but I’ll come to-you to dinner. [Exit Pinch wife. 
Spar. But Harry, what have I a Rival in my Wife already ? but withal my heart, for 

he may be of ufe tome hereafter, for though my hunger is now my fawce, and I can fait 
on heartily withe t,but the time will come,when a Rival will be as good fawce for a mar¬ 
ried Man to a Wife, as an Orange to Veal. 

Hor. O ihoudamn’d Rogue, thou haft fet my teeth on edge with thy Orange, 
Spar. Then let’s to dinner, there I was with you again, come. 
Hor. But who dines with thee? 
Spar. My Friends and Relations, my Brother Pincbmfe, you fee, of your acquaintance, 
Hor. And his Wife. 
Spar., No ’gad, he’ll ne’er let her come amongft us good Fellows, your ftingy Country 

Coxcomb keeps his Wife from his Friends, as he does his little Firkin of Ale, for his own 
drinking, '&nd a Gentleman can’t get a fmack on’t, but his Servants, when his back is 
turn’d, broach it at their pleafures, and duft it away, ha, ha, ha, ’gad I am witty I think, 
considering I was married to clay, by the World, but come-- *. ' 

Hor. No, I will not dinewifh you, unlefs you can fetch her too. 
Spar. Pftiaw, what pleafure can’ll thou have with Women now, Harry ? 

r Hor. My eyes are not gone, 1 love a good profpebt yet, and will not dine withyou, 
unlefs fhe does too, go fetch her therefore, but do not tell her Husband, ’tis for my 
fake. 

Spar. Well, l’il go try what 1 can do, in the mean time come away to my Aunts lodg¬ 
ing, ’tis in the way to Pinchmfes. 

Hor. The poor Woman has call’d for aid, and lb retch’d forth her hand, Do&or, I can¬ 
not but help, her over the Pale out of theBryars. L^Atw^Sparkiih, Horner, Quack. 

The Scene changes to Pinchwifeb houfe. 
Mrs. Pinch wife alone leaning on hep elbow, j A Tab!Pen, Ink., and Paper. 

Mrs, Pin. Well ’tis e’en fo, ! have got the London Difeafe, they call Love, I am lick 
of my Husband, and for my Gallant* 1 have heard this Diftemper, call’d a Fever, but 
methinks 7tis liker an Ague, for when I think of my Husband, 1 tremble, and am in a 
cold fweat, and have'lnclina* ions to vomit, but when I think of my Gallant, dear Mr- 
Homer, my hot fit comes, and I am all in a Fever, indeed, and as in other Fevers, my 
own Chamber is tedious tome, and i would fain be remov’d to his, and then methinks 
1 Ihou’d be well j ah poor Mr, Horner, well i cannot, wiil not ftay here, therefore I’ll 

make 
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make an end of my Letter to him, which (hall be a finer Letter than my laft, becaufe I 
haveftudied it like any things O Sick, Sick! [Takes the Pen and writes. 

Enter Mr. Pinchwiie, who feeing her writings fieals foftly behind hery and 
looking over her jheulder, fnatches the Paper from her. 

Mr. Pin. Whar, wriling more Letters ? 
Mrs. Pin. O Lord, Budd, why d’ye fright % She offers to ran out: he flops her, and 

me fo? I reads. 
Mr. Pin. How’s this ! nay you fhall not ftir Madam. 

Dear, dear, dear, Mr. Horner-very well--1 have taught you to write Letters to 
good purpofe-but lets fee’t. 

FiriL I am to beg your pardon for my boidnefs in writing to you, which I’d have you 
to know, I would not have done, had not you faid firft you lov’d me.fo extremely,which 
if you do, you will never fuffer me to lie in the arms of another Man, whom 1 loath, 
naufeate, and deteft—. fiNow you can write thefe filthy words] but what follows— 
Therefore, 1 hope you will fpeedily find fome way to free me from this unfortunate 
match, which was never, 1 afiiire you, of my choice, but Pm afraid ’tis already too far 
.gone however, if you love roe, as I do you, you will try what you can do, but you 
muft help me away before to morrow, or elfe alas I fhall be for ever out of your reach, 
for 1 can defer no longer our-our.-what is to follow our---fpeak c* 
what ? our Journey into [The Letter concludes. 
the Country I fuppofe--Oh Woman, damn’d Woman, and Love, damn’d Love, 
their old Tempter, for this is one of his miracles, in a moment he can make thofe blind 
that cou’d fee, and thofe fee that were blind, thofe dumb that could fpeak, and thofe 
prattle who were dumb before, nay, what is more than all, make thefe dow bak’d, 
fenflefs, indocile animals. Women, too hard for us their Politick Lords and Rulers in a 
moment £ But make an end of your Letter, and then I’ll fnake an end of you thus, and 
all my plagues together. [Draws his Sword. 

Mrs. Pin. O Lord, O Lord you are fucb a Paffionate Man, Bud. 
Enter Sparkifh* 

Spar. How now, what’s here to do ? 
Mr. Pin. This Fool here now ! 
Spar. What, drawn upon your Wife?'you Ihou’d never do that, but at night in the 

dark, when you can’t hurt her, this is my Sifter-in-law, is it not? ay, faith e’en our 
Country Margery, [_Pulls afide her Handkerchief] one may know her, come (he and you 
mufc go dine with me, dinner’s ready, come,but where’s my Wife, is file not come home 
yet, where is fhe ? 

Mr. Pin. Making you a Cuckold, ’tis that they all do, as foon as they can. 
Spar. What the Wedding day ? no, a Wife that defigns to make a Cully of her Hus* 

band, will be fure to let him win the firft flake of love, by the World, but come they flay 
dinner for us, come I’ll lead down our Margery. 

Mrs. Pm. No-—-Sir go, we’ll follow you. 
Spar. I will not wag without you. 
Mr. Pin. This* Coxcomb is a fenfible torment to me amidffc the greatefl in the 

World. 
Spar. Come, come Madam Margery. 

Mr. Pins No, I’ll lead her my way, what w oil’d you f Leads her to Pother door,-and 
treat your Friends with mine,for want of your own Wife? | locks her in, and returns. 

I am^ 
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I am contented my rage (hou’d take breath--• \~_Afide. 

Spar. I told Horner this. 
Mr. Tin. Come now. 
Spar. Lord, how fhye yon are of your Wife ^ but let me tell you Brother, we Men of 

Wit have amonglt us a faying, that Cuckolding like the fmall Pox comes with a fear, and 
you may keep your Wifeas much as you will out of danger of infe&ion, but if her confti- 
tution incline her to’t, file’ll have it fooner or latter by the World, fay they. 

Mr. Tin. What a thing is a Cuckold, that every Fool can make him ridiculous-— 
[Afide. 

Well Sir-But let me advife you, now you are come to be concern'd, becaufe you fuf- 
ped the danger, not to negled the means to prevent it, efpeciaiiy when the greateft are 
of the Malady will light upon your own head, for-—- 

How’fere the kind Wife’s Belly comes to fwell. 
The Husband breeds for her, and firft is ill. 

A C T V. SCENE I. 

Mr. Pinch wifeV Honfe. 

Enter Mr. Pinch wife and Mrs. Pinchwife. A Table and Candle 

Mr. tin. ✓~^Ome, take the Pen and make an end of the Letter, juft as you intended ; 
V-J if you are falfe in a tittle, I (hall foon perceive it, and punifii you with 

this as you deferve, [_Lays his hand on his Sword.] write what was to follow —— let’s 
fee-LYou muft make hafte and help me away before to morrow, or elfe 1 (hall be 
for ever out of your reach, for 1 can defer no longer our-——~) What follows our i — 

Mrs. Tin. Muft all out then Budd ? ——— Look you J'Mrs. Pinch, takes the Ten 
there then. -, \ and writes. 

Mr. Tin. Let’s fee—fFor I can defer no longer our-Wedding—■ Your flighted 
Alithea~] What’s the meaning of this, my Sifter’s name to’c, fpeak, unriddle ? 

Mrs. Tin. Yes indeed, Budd. 
Mr. Tin. But why her name to’t, fpeak—-fpeak, I fay ? 
Mrs. Tin. Ay, but you’ll tell her then again, if you wou’d not tell her again. 
Mr. Tin. I will not, I am ftunrfd, my head turns round, fpeak. 
Mrs. Tin. Won’t you tell her indeed, and indeed. 
Mr. Tin. No, fpeak, 1 fay. 
Mrs. Tin. She’ll be angry with me, but I had rather (he (kould be angry with me, than 

you Budd i and to tell you the truth, ’twas (he made rue write the Letter, and taught me 
what I fhould write. 

Mr. Tin. Ha- [l thought the ftile was fomewhat better than her own,3 LAfide. 
cou’d fh£ come to you to teach you, fince 1 had lock’d you up alone ? 

Mrs. Tin. O through the key*hole, Budd. 
Mr. Tin. But why fhou’d (he make you write a Letter for her to him, fincc (he can 

write her felf? 
Mrs. Tin. Why fire faid becaufe-—-for 1 was unwilling to do it. 

H Mr. Tin. 
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—becaufe. 

f° , , 
Mr. Fin. Becaufe what- 
Mrs, pin. Becaufe left Mr. Horner (hould be cruel, and refufe her, or rain afterwards, 

and fiiew the Letter, (lie might djfown it, the hand not being hers. 
Mr. Pin. How’s this? ha-then I think I (hall come toray felf again -—This 

changeling cou’d not invent this lye, but if (lie cou’d, why (hould fhe ? (be might think I 
fliouid foon difcover it —-ftay--now l think on't too, Horner Said he was forry 
Hie had married Sparkifh. and her difowning her marriage to me, makes me think (he has 
evaded it, for Horner^ fake, yet why (hould (he take this courfe? but Men in iove are 
fools, Women may well befo- ftAfide. 
But hark you Madam, your Sifter went out in the morning, and I have not feen her with¬ 
in ftnee. ^ 

Airs. Pin, Alack a day, (he has been crying all day above it feems in a corner. 
Mr. Pin. Where is (he, let me fpeak with her. 
Mrs. Pin. O Lord, then he’ll difcover all-.- [.AJide. 

Pray hold Budd, what d’ye mean to difcover me, (he’ll know I have told youthen, pray 
Budd let me talk with her firffc-- 

Mr. Pin. I muft fpeak with her, to know, whether Horner ever made her any pro- 
Eoife ; and whether (lie be married to Sparkiih or no. 

Mrs. Pin. 'Pray, dear Budd don’t, till I have fpoken with her, and told her that I have 
told you all, for (he’ll kill me eife.. 

Mr. Pin. Go then, and bid her come out tO-me. 
Airs.Pin. Yes-, yes Budd-— 
Mr. Pin. Let me fee- 
Mrs. Pin. LI] go, but lhe is not wichin to come to him, (have juft got time to know 

of Lucy her Maid, who firft fet me on work, what lye l (hall tell next, for 1 am e’en at 
my witsv end.— — jExit Mrs. Pinchwife. 

Mr. Pin. Well, I refolve it, Horner (hall have her, I’d rather give him my Sifter, 
than lend him tny Wife, and fuch an alliance will prevent his pretenfions to my Wife 
fare,—  LiJ make him of kin to her, and then he won’t care for her. 

\_Mrs. Pinchwife returns. 
Mrs. Pin, O Lord, Budd, I told you what anger you would make me with my 

Sifter. 
^ Mr. Pin. Won’t fhe come hither ? - - 

APYs. Pin. No, no, alack-a-day,fhe’s afhamM to look you in the face, and fhe fays, if 
you go in to her, ftie’ll runaway down flairs, and (hamefully goher felfto.Mr. Horner^ 
who has promis’d her marriage (he fays, and fhe will have no other, fo (he won’t-- 

Mr. Pin. Did he fo——promife her marriage——then (he (hall have no other, go 
tell her fo, and if (he will come and difdourfe with me a little concerning the means,l will 
about it immediately, go- \_Exit Mrs. Pinchwife". 
His eftate is equaj to Spnrkjjh’s, and his extra&ionas much better than his, as his parts are, 
bat my chief reafon is, I’d rather be of'kin to him by the name of Brother-in-law, than 
tbatef Cuckold-- 
Well what fays (lie now ? 

Mrs. Pin. Why fhe fays (he would only have you lead her to Homer's lodging. 
with whom (he firft will difeourfe the matter before fhe talks with you, which yet (lie 
cannot do; for alack poor creature, fhe fays (he can’t fo much as look you in the face, 
xteefo;!^.file’ll tome to you in a mask, and you muftexcufe her if (lie make you no an- 

fwer 
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fwcr to any queftion of yours, till you have brought her to Mr. 'Homer, a 13d if you will 
not chide her, nor queftion her, (hell come out to you immediately. 

Mr. Pin. Let her come ", I will not fpeak a word to her, nor require a word from 

her. 
Mrs. Tin. Oh, I forgot, befides file fays, ffce cannot look you in the face, tho through' 

a mask, therefore wou’d defire you to put out the Candle. 
Mr. Tin. 1 agree to all,' let her make halte-- 5 Exit Mrs. Pinchwife, puts out 

there ’tis out--My cafe is fomething better, I’d ra- l the Candle. 
flier fight withHomr, for not lying with my Siller, than for lying with my Wife, and 
of the two, I had rather find my Siller too forward, than my Wife *, 1 expeded.no other 
from her free education, aslhe calls it, and her pallion for the Town--well-- 
Wife and Siller are names which make us exped Love and Duty, Pleafure and Comfort, 
but we find ’em plagues and torments, and are equally, though differently troubklome 
to their keeper ", for we have as much ado to get People to lie with our Sillers, as to 
keep ’em from lying with our Wives. 

Enter Mrs. Pinchwife Masked, and in Hoods and Scarves, and a Night gown 
and Petticoat of Alitheas, in the dark: 

What are you come Siller ? let us go then- but firft let me lock up my Wife. Mts.Mur- 
' gery, where are you? 

Mrs. Pin. Here Budd. 
Mr. Pin. Come hither, that I may lock you up, get you in. Come Siller, CLocks the 

where are you now,? ( door. 
\_Mrs. Pinch, gives him her hand, hut when he lets her go, fhe fieals foftly on pother 

fide of him, and is lead away by him for his Sifter Alit hca.fj 
* 

The Scene changes to HofherV Lodging. 
Quack., Horner. 

Qu. What all alone, not fo much as one of your Cuckolds here, nor one of their 
Wives ! they ufe to take their turns with you, as if they were to watch you. 

Hor. Yesit often happens, that a Cuckold is but his Wife’s fpie,and is more upon fa¬ 
mily duty, when he is with her gallant abroad hindrii?g his pleafure, than when he is at 
home with her playing the Gallant, but the hardeft duty a married Woman impofes upon 
a Lover, is keeping her Husband company always. 

Qa. And his fondnefs wearies you almoft as foon as hers. 
Hor. A Pox, keeping a Cuckold company after you have had his Wife, isastirefome 

as the company of a Country Squire to a witty Fellow of the Town, when he has got 
all his Money, 

Qh. And as at firft a Man makes a Friend of the Husband to get the Wife,fo at lalt yon 
are fain to fall out with the Wife to be rid of the Husband. 

Hor. Ay, molt Cuckold-makers are true Courtiers, when once a poor M2n has crack’d 
his credit for’em, they can’t abide to come near him. 

Qh. But at firft to draw him in are fo fweet, fo kind, fo dear, juft as you are to Pinch* 
wife, but what becomes of that intrigue with his Wife ? 

(lor. A Pox, he’s as furly as an Alderman that has been bit, and iince he’s fo coy, his 
Wife’s kindnefs is in vain, for Ihe’s a filly innocent. 

Qn. Did ihe not fend you a Letter by him ? 
> \ 1 4. 

'Hz ■, Hor. Yes, 
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Hor. Yes, but that’s a riddle I have not yet folv’d--allow the poof creature to bt 
willing, (lie is filly too, and he keeps her up faclofe—-- 

Qit. Yes, foclofethat he makes her but the more willing, and adds but revenge to her 
love, which two when met feidom fail of fatisfying each other one way or other. 

Hor. What here’s the Man we are talking of 1 think. 
Enter Air. Pinch wife leading in bis Wife mafkedy muffled^, and in her 

Sifter s Govern.. 
Hor. Pfhaw. 
i>». Bringing his Wife to you is the next thing to bringing a Love Letter from her. 
Hor. What means this? 
Mr. Pw. The laft time you know. Sir, I brought you a Love Letter, now you fee a 

Miftrefs, I think you’ll fay l am a civil Man to you. 
Hor. Ay, the Devil take me will I fay thou aruhecivilleft Man I ever met with, and I 

have known forne *, I fancy, I underftand thee now, better than 1 did the Letter, but hark 
thee in thy ear-■— 

Mr. Pin. What ? . 
Hor. Nothing buttheufual queftionMan, is (he found on thy word V 
Mr. Pin. What you take her for a Wench, and me for a Pimp ? 
Hor. Pfhaw, Wench and Pimp, paw words, I know thou art an honeft Fellow* and haft c* 

a great acquaintance among the Ladies, and perhaps, haft made love for me, rather than 
let me make love to thy Wife- 

Mr. Pin. Come Sir, in fhort, I am for no fooling. 
Hor. Nor I neither, therefore, prithee let’s fee her face prefently,make her (how Mai?;, 

art thou fure I don’t know her ? 
Mr. Pin. I am fure vou do know her. 

J t ; 

Hor. A Pox, why doft thou bring her to me then ? 
Mr. Pin. Becaufe (he’s a Relation of mine. 
Hor. Is (he faith Man, then thou art fljill more civil and obliging, dear Rogues 
Mr. Hn. Who defir’d me to bring her to you.. 
Hor. Then (he is obliging, dear Rogue. 
Mr. Pin. You’ll make her welcome for my fake I hope. 
Hor, I hope (he is handfome enough to make her felf welcome; prithee let her un* 

mask. 
Mr. Pin, Do you fpeak to her, (lie wou’d never be rul’d by me. 
Hor. Madam—-- [Mrs. Pinch, whifpersto Hor. 

She laysfnerouft fpeak with me in private, withdraw prithee.' 
Mr. Pin. She’s unwilling it feerns I lhou’d know all her undecent conduct in this bud- 

nefs—*-- ' Q Afide. 
Well then I’ll leave you together, and hope when I am-gone you’ll agree, if not you and 
I (han’t agree, Sin -—- 

Hor. What means the Fool? --if (heand I agree ’tis no matter what you and 
Ido.. 

[Whiff ers to Mrs. Pin. who makes ftgns with her hand for him to be gone.2 
Mr. Pin. In the mean time I’ll fetch a Parfon, and find out Sparkjjhy and difabufc him. 

You woud have me fetch a Parfon,, would you not, well then —— Now 1 think I am 
rid of her, and (hall have no more trouble with her*—-Our Sifters and Daughters like 

Ufurers 



Ufiirers money, arc fafeft, when put out; but our Wives, like their Writings, never 
fafe, but in our Clofets under Lock and Key, [_£*** Mr. Pin. 

Enter Boy. 
Boy. Sir Jafper fidgety Sir, is coming up. 
Hor. Here’s the trouble of a Cuckold, now we are talking of, a pox on him, has he 

not enough to do to hinder his Wife’s fport, but he mult other Women’s too.-Step 
in here, Madam. Mr*. Pin. 

Enter Sir Jafper. 
Sr. Jaf My beft and deareft Friend. 
Hoy. The old ftile, Dodtor--- 

Well be (horr, for I am bufie, what would your impertinent Wife have now ? 
Sr. Jaf. Well guefs’d y’ faith, for I do come from her. 
Hor. To invite me to fupper, tell her I can’t come, go. 
Sr. Jaf. Nay, now you are out, faith, for my Lady and the whole knot of the virtuous 

gang, as they cail themfelves, are refolv’d upon a frolick of coming to you to night in 
Mafquerade, and are alldreft already. 

Hor. I lhan’t be at home. 
Sr. Jaf. Lord, how churlifh he is to Women-nay, pray thee don’t difappoinfc 

’em, they’ll think ’tis my fault, pr’ythee don’t, I’ll fend m the Banquet and the Fid¬ 
dles, but make no noife on’t, for the poor virtuous Rogues would not have it known 
for the World, that they go a Mafquerading, and they would come to no Man’s Ball, 
but yburs. 

Hor. Well, well-get you gone, and tell ’em if they came, ’twill be at the peril of 
their honour and yourSi 

Sr. Jaf. Heh, he, he——we’ll truft you for that, farewell— ZExit Sir Jafper, 
Hor. Dodtor anon you too (hall be my gueft. 
But now I’m going to a private feaft. 

The Scene changes to the Piazza of Co vent-Garden. 
Sparkjfh, Pinchwife. 

Spar. But who would have thought a Woman could have been falfe JSpar .with the Let- 
tome, by the World, I could not have thought it. 2 ter in his hand. 

Mr. Pin. You were for giving and taking Liberty, fhe has taken it only Sir, now you 
find in that Letter, you are a frank perfon, and fo is (he you fee there; 

Spar. Nay, if this be her hand—for I never faw it. 
Mr. Pin. ’Tis no matter whether that be her hand or no, lam fure this hand at her 

defire led her to Mr. Horner, with whom 1 left her juft now, to go fetch a Parfon to 
’em at their defire too, to deprive you of her for ever, for it feems yours was but a mock 
marriage. 

Spar. Indeed, fhe wou’d needs have it that ’twas Harcom himfelf in a Parfon’s Habit, 
that married us, but I’m fure he told me ’twas his Brother Ned: 

Mr. Pin. O, there ’tis out, and you were deceiv’d not (he, for you are fuch a frank 
perfon*—butI.mult be gone—you’ll find her at Mr. Horner's,go and believe youreyes. 

\_Exit Mr. Pin. 
Spar. Nay Til to her, and call her as many Crocodiles, Syrens, Harpies, and other 

heatheniih names, as a Poet would do a Miftrefs, who had refus’d to hear bis fuit, nay 
more his Verfes on her. 
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But (lay, is not that (he following a Torch at t’other end of the Piazza, and fromiS’i#'- 
ner's certainly-Vis fo.- 

Enter. Alithea following a Torch, and Lucy behind. 
You are well met, 'Madam, though you don’t think fo what you have made a fhort vi- 
fit to Mr. Horner, but, l fuppofe, you’ll return to him prefently, by that time the Par¬ 
fon can be with him. 

Alith. Mr. Homer, and the Parfon, Sir-j 
Spar. Come, Madam, no more diffembling, no more jilting, for I am no more a frank 

perfon. * * . 
Alith. How’s this. 
Lucy. So, ’twill work I fee- [ Afide. 
Spar. Cou’d you find out no ealie Country Fool to abufe? none but me, a Gentleman 

of Wit and Pleafure about the Town, but it was your pride to be too hard for a Man 
of Parts, unworthy falfe Woman, falfe as a Friend that lends a Man money to iofe,falfe 
as Dice, who undo thofe that trull all they haveto’em. 

Lucy, He has been a great bubble by his (imilies as they fay .- L Afide, 
Alith. You have been too merry, Sir, at your wedding Dinner fure. 

.Spar. What d’y mock me too? 
Alith. Or you have been deluded. 
Spar. By you. ' 
Alith. Let me underltand you. 
Spar. Have you the confidence, I fliould call it fomethiag elfe, finceyou know your 

guilt, to Hand my juft reproaches ? you did not write an impudent Letter to Mr. Homery 
who 1 find now has club’d with you in deluding me with his averfion for Women, that 
I might not forfooth fufpeft him for my Rival. 

Lucy. D’y think the Gentleman can be jealous now, Madam --- [Afide. 
Alith. I write a Letter to Mr. Horner! 
Spar. Nay, Madam, do not deny it, your Brother fhew’d it me juft now, and told me 

likewife he left you at Horner’s lodging to fetch a Parfon, to marry you to him, and 1 
vyifh you joy. Madam, joy, joy, and to him too, much joy, and to my felf more joy for 
not marrying you. 

Alith. So I find my Brother would break off the match, and I can confent to’t, fince 
1 fee this Gentleman can be made jealous. [Afide. 
0 Lucy, by his rude ufage and jealoufie, he makes me almolt afraid I am married to him, 
art thou fure’cwas Harcourt himfelf, and no Parfon that married us. 

Spar. No, Madam, I thank you, l fuppofe, that was a contrivance too of Mr.Horner’s 
and yours, to make Harcourt play the Parfon, but I would as little as you have him one 
now, no not for the World *, for (hall I tell you another truth, I never had any palfioa 
for you, ’till now, for now I hate you *, ’tis true, I might have married your portion,as 
other Men of Parts of the Town do fometiraes, and fo your Servant, and to fhew my 
unconcernednefs. I’ll come to your Wedding, and refign you with as much* joy, as 1 
would a ftale Wench to a new Cully, nay, with as much joy as I would after the firft 
night, if lhad been married to you, there’s for you, and fo your Servant, Servant. 

[Exit Spar. 
Alith. How was I deceiv’d in a Man ! 
Lucy. You’ll believe th^n a Fool may be made jealous now ? for that eafinefs in him that 

fuifers 



Puffers him to be led by a Wife, will likewife permit hiai to be perfwaded againft her 
by others. 

Alith. But marry Mr. Horner, my Brother does not intend it fure \ if I thought he 
did, I would take thy advice, and Mr. Harcourt for my Husband, and now i wi(h, that 
if there be any over^wife Woman of the Town, who like me would marry a Fool, for 
Fortune, Liberty, or Title •, firft, that her Husband may love Play, and be a Cully to 
all the Town, but her, and fuffer none but Fortune to be miftrefs of his purfe ; then 
if for Liberty, that he may fend her into the Country, under the conduct of fome 

i houfewifely MotherdnTaw j and if for Title, may the World give’em none but that 
of Cuckold. 

Lucy. And for her greater Curfe, Madam, may he not deferve it. 
Alith. Away impertinent-is not this my old Lady Lanterlus? 
Lucy. Yes, Madam,. fiAnd here I hope we (ball find Mr. Harcourt — [.Afide. 

[Exeunt All. Lucy. 
The Scene changes again to Horner V Lodging. 

Horner, Lady Fidget, Mrs. Dainty Fidget, Mrs. Squeamilh, a Table, 
Banquet, and Bottles. 

Hor. A Pox, they are come too foon-before I have fent back my new—Miftrefs, 
all I have now to do. is to lock her in, that they may not fee her—-- [Afide. 

La. Fid. That we may be fure of our welcome, we have brought our entertainment 
with us, and are refolv’d to treat.thee, dear Toad. 

Dain. And that we may be merry to purpofe, have left Sir Jafper and my old Lady 
Squeamijh quarrelling at home at Baggammon. 

Squeam. Therefore let us make ufe of our time,left they fhould chance to interrupt us. 
La. Fid. Let us ft then. 
Hor. Firft, that you may be private, let me lock this door, and that, and I’ll wait upon 

you prefently. 
La. Fid. No, Sir, fhut ’em only and your lips for ever, for we muft truft you as much 

as our Women. - * 
Hor. You know all vanity ’s kill’d in me, I have no occafion for talking. 
La. Fid. Now, Ladies, fuppofing we had drank each of us our two Bottles, let us 

fpeakthe truth of our hearts. 
Dain. and Squeam. Agreed. 
La. Fid. By this brimmer, for truth is no where elfe to be found, [Not in thy heart 

falfe Man. [Afide to Hor. 
Hor. You have found me a true Man I’m fure. [Afide to Lady Fid. 
La. Fid. Not every way—- [Afide to Hor. 

But let us fit and be merry. 
\ 

Lady Fidget fings. 

1 * ‘ ' r; I. 
Why Jhould our damn'd Tyrants oblige us to Hie 
On the pittance of Flea fure which they only give f 

We mu(l not rejoyce, 
■> . With Wine and with noifie. 
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In vain we mufi wake in a dull bed alene7 
Whiljl to our warm Rival the Bottle, they're gone. 

Then lay afide charms, 
And take up thefe arms * f The Glafles. 

i * \ 

II. 
*7 is Wine only gives 'em their Courage and Wit, 
Becaufe we live Jober to Men we jubmit. 

Jf for Beauties you'd pafs. 
Take a lick, of the Glafs, 

'Twill mend your completions, and when they are gone, 
'The befi red we have is the red of the Grape. 

Then Siflers layt on. 
And darn a good fhape. 

Vain. Dear Brimmer, well in token of our opennefs and plain dealing, let us throw 
our Masks over our heads. » . , 

Hor. So ’twill come to the Glafles anon. 
Squcam. Lovely Brimmer, let me enjoy him firft. 
La. Fid. No, I never part with a Gallant, till I’ve try’d him. Dear Brimmer that ma- 

keft our Husbands fliort-fighted. 
Vain. And our balhful Gallants bold. 
Squeam. And for want of a Gallant, the Butler lovely in our eyes, drink Eunuch. 
La. Fid. Drink thou reprefentative of a Husband, damn a Husband. 
Vain. And as it were a Husband, an old keeper. 
Squeam. And an old Grandmother. 
Hor. And an Englilh Bawd, and a French Chirurgeon. 
La* Fid. Ay, we have all reafon to curfe ’em. 
Hor. For my fake Ladies. 
La. Fid. No, for our own, for the firft fpoils all young Gallants induftry. 
Vain. And the others art makes ’em bold only with common Women. 
Squeam. And rather run the hazard of the vile Diftemper amongft them, th3n of a de¬ 

nial amongft us. 
Vain. The filthy Toads chufe MiftrefTes now, as they do Stuffs, for having been fan- 

cy’d and worn by others. 
Squeam. For being common and cheap. 
La. Fid. Whilft Women of Quality, like the richeft Stuffs lie untumbled, and un¬ 

ask’d for. 
Hor. Ay, neat, and cheap, and new, often they think beft. 
Vain. No, Sir, the Beafts will be known by a Miftrifs longer than by a fuir. 
Squeam. And ’tis not for cheapnefs neither. 
La. Fid. No, for the vain Fops will take up Druggets, and embroider ’em, but I won¬ 

der at the depraved appetites of witty Men, they ufe to be out of the common road, and 
hate imitation, pray tell me Beaft, when you were a Man, why you rather chofe to club 
with a multitude in a common houfe, for an entertainment, than to be the only gueft at 
a good Table. - 

Hor. Why 
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Hor. Why, faith, ceremony and expedition are u,nfuiferable tothofe that are fharp 
bent, People always eat with the beff ftomaclvat an Ordinary, where every Ma^is fet¬ 
ching for the bell bit. > 

La, Fid. Though he get a cut oyer the fingers —— but I have heard People eat moff 
heartily of another Man’s meat, that is, what they do not pay for. 

Hor. When they are fure of their welcome a*nd freedom, for ceremony in love and 
eating, is as ridiculous as in fighting, falling on briskly is ail fiiould be done in thole 
occafions. - 

La, Fid. Well, then let me tell you, Sir, there is no where more freedom than in 
our Houfes, and we take freedom from a young Perfon as a fign of good breeding, 
and a Perfon may be as free as he pleafes with us, as froiick, as gamefome, as wild 
as he will. 

Hor. Han’t I heard you all declaim againff wild Men. 
La. Fid. Yes, but for all that, we think wildnefs in a Man, as defirable-a quality, as 

if. a Duck, or Rabbet j a tame Man, foh. 
Hor. A know not, but your reputations frightned me, as much as your Faces invi¬ 

ted me. * 1, ~7 fr ■ ~ ;v - 
La. Fid. Our Reputation, Lord! Why Ihould you not think, that we Women make 

ufeof our Reputation, as you Men of yours, only to deceive the World with lefs fuf- 
picion^ our Virtue is like the State-man’s Religion, the Quaker’s Word, the Gamefter’s 
Oath, and the Great Man’s Honour, but to cheat thofe that trull us. 

Sqneam. And that Demurenefs, Coynefs, and Modelty, that you fee in our Faces 
in the Boxes at Plays, is as much a fign of a kind Woman, as a Vizard-mask in 
the Pit. „ \ .... uff 

Dain. For I afiiire you. Women are lealt mask’d, when they have the Velvet Vi¬ 
zard on. 

La. Fid. You wou’d have found us modelt Women in our denials only. 
Scream. Our balhfulnefs is only the reflection of the Men’s. 
Dain. We blufh, when they are ftiame-fac’d. 
Hor. I beg your pardon Ladies, 1 was deceiv’d in you -deyiliflily but why, that 

mighty pretence to Honour ? 
La. Fid. We have told you*, but fometimes Jtwasforthe fame reafon ypa.Men pre¬ 

tend bulinels often, to avoid ill company, to enjoy the better, and more^riva^ely thofe 
you iove. % \ s 

Hor. But why, wou’d you ne’r give a Frienchi w>ink£hen.? 
La. Fid. Faith, your Reputation frightned us as much, amours did you, y ou were fio 

noforioully lewd. 
Hor. And you fo feemingly honelt. 
La. Fid. Was that all that deterr’d you ? 
Hor. And fo expenfive-you allow freedom you fiiy. 
La. Fid. Ay, ay. 
Hor. That I was afraid of lofing my little money, as wsl! al my little time, both 

which my other pleafures required. -»fijc , ’r 
La. Fid. Money,foh—you talk like a little fellow now,d© fuch as we expcCt money ? 
Hor. 1 beg your pardon. Madam, I mull confefs, l have heard that great Ladies, like 

great Merchants, fet but the higher prizes upon what they have, becaufs they are not 
in neceflity of taking the firR offer. 

bain. Such l 
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Dm. Such as we make fale of our hearts ? 
Scjueam. We brib’d for our Love ? Foh. 
Hor. With your pardon, Ladies, l know, like great Men in Offices, you feemtoest- 
flattery and attendance only from your Followers; but you have receivers about you, 

and fuchFeesto pay, a Man isafraidto pafs your Grants; befides we muftletyou win 
at Cards, or we lofe your hearts; and if you make an affignation, ’tis at aGoidfmiths, 
Jewellers, or China-houfe, where for your Honour, you.depolite to him* he mult pawn 
his, to the pnn&ual Citt,and fo paying for what you take up, pays for what he takes up. 

Daw. Wou’d you not have us aflur’d of our Gallants Love ? 
S<jutam. For Love is better known by Liberality, than by Jealoufie. 
La. Fid. For one may be diflembled, the other not--but my Jealoufie can be no 

longer diflembled, and they are telling ripe. 1 [/Jfide. 
Come here’s to our Gallants in waiting, whom we mu ft name, and I’ll begin, this is my 
falfe Rogue. [Claps him on the bac^ 

Squeam. How! *-> 
Hor-. So all will -out now--• : . 
Squeam. Did you not tell me, ’twas for my fake only, you reported your felf no Man ?v 

[Jfide to Horner. .* 
f' Dain. Oh Wretch ! did you not fvvear tome, ’twas for my Love, and Honour, you 
pafs’d for that thing you do? [Jfide to Horner. 

Hor. So, fo. 
La. Fid. Come, fpeak,Ladies, this is my falfe Villaim 
Squeam. And mine too. 
Vain, And mine. 
Hor. Well then, you are all three-my falfeRogues too, and there’s an.end on’t. 
La.Fid. Well then, there’s no remedy, Sifter lharers, let us not fallout, but have 

a care of cur Honour ; though we get no Prefents, no Jewels of him, we are Pavers of 
our Honour, the Jewel of moft value and ufe, which ihines yet to the World unfufpe- 
fled, though it be counterfeit. 

Her. Nay, and is e’en as good as if it were true, provided the World think fo ;■ -for 
Honour, like Beauty now, only depends on the opinion of others. 

La. Fid. Well Harry Common, I hope you can be true to three, fwear* but ’trs to 
no purpofe, to require your Oath* for you are.as ofteu forfworn, asyoufwearto new 
Women. 

Hor. Come, faith, Madam, hilise’en pardon one another,for all the difference-! And. 
betwixt wq.Men,jand you Women, we forfwear our feivasat the beginning of an Amour, 
you, as long as it lafts. 

Enter Sir Jafper Fidget, and Old Lady Squeamifh. 
Sr. Jaf. Oh, my Lady Fidgety was this your.-cunning, to come.to Mr. Horner without 

me ?" but you have been na where .elfe, 1 hope. 
La. Fid. No, Sir Jafper. 
Old L* Squeam. And'yo# came .ftreight hither Biddy.. 
Scjueam. Yes, indeed. Lady Grandmother. 
Sr. Jaf. ’ Pis well,’ti&weft, I knew when once they were throughly acquainted w-ith 

poor Homer, they’d ne'er be from him ; you may let her mafquerade it with my Wife,. 
*ad Hmisrfi and l warrgntJie* Reputation i^fe.. 
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Enter Boy. 

Soy, O, Sir, here’s the Gentleman come, whom you bid me not fuffer to come up, with¬ 
out giving you notice, with a-Lady too, and other Gentlemen—— 

Hor. Do you all go in there, whil’ft I fend ’em away, and Boy do you defire ’em 
ftay below ’till I come, which (hall be immediately. 

[Exeunt Sir Jafper, Z^.Squeam. La.Fidget, Mrs.Dainty ,Squeamt(h. 
Boy. Yes, Sir. ^ [Exit. 

[Exit Horner at t'other door, and returns with Mts. Pinch wife „ 
Hor. You wou’d not take my advice to be gone home, before your Husband came 

back, he'll now difcover all, yet pray my Deareft be perfwaded to go home, and leave 
the reft to my management, I’ll let you down the back way. 

Mrs. Pm. 1 don’t know the way home, fo 1 don’t. 
Hor. My Man (hall wait upon you. 
Mrs. Pin. No, don’t you believe, that I’ll go at all ♦, what are you weary of me 

already ? 
Hor. No, my life, ’tis that I may love you long, ’tis to fecure my love, and your Re¬ 

putation wich your Husband, he’ll never receive you again elfe. 
■. Mrs. Pin. What care I, d’ye thing to frighten me with that ? I don’t intend to go to 

him again •, you (hall be my Husband now. 
Hor. I cannot be your Husband, Deareft, fince you are married to him. 
Mrs. Pin. O wotfd you make me believe that—— don’t 1 fee every day at London here. 

Women leave their firlt Husbands, and go, and live with other Men as their Wives, pifb, 
pfhaw, you’d make me angry, but that I love you fo mainly. 

Hor. So, they are coming up-In again, in, I hear ’em[Exit Mrs. Pinchwife. 
Weil a filly Miftrifs, is like a weak place, foon got, foon loft, a Man has fcarce time 
for plunder-, (he betrays her Husband firlt to her Gallant, and then her Gallant to her 
Husband. 

Enter Pinchwife, Alithea, Harcourt, Sparkifh, Lucy, and a Parfon. 
Mr. Pin. Come, Madam, ’tis not the fudden change of your drefs, the confidence of 

your affeverations, and your falfe witnefs there, (hall perfwade me, I did not bring you 
hither, juft now , here’s my witnefs, who cannot deny it^fince you muft be confronted—- 
Mr. Horner, did not 1 bring this Lady to you juft now ? 

Hor. Now muft f wrong one Woman for another’s fake, but that’s no new thing with 
me j for in thefe cafes 1 am ftill on the criminal’s fide, againft the innocent. [Jfide. 

Jilith. Pray, fpeak, Sir. ' 
Hor. It muft be fo-1 muft be impudent,and try my luck, impudence ufes to be too 

hard for truth. * [sifide. 
Mr. Pin. What you are ftudying an evafion, or excufe for her, Speak, Sir. 
Hor. No, faith, lamfomething backward only, to fpeak in Women’s affairs or dif- 

putes. 
Mr. Pin. She bids you fpeak. 
jilith. Ay, pray, Sir, do, pray fatisfie him. 
Hor. Then, truly, you did bring that Lady to me juft now. 
Mr, Pin. O ho--- 
jilith. How, Sir- 
Har. How, Horner! 
jilith. What mean you, Sir, I always took yon for a Man of Honour ? 

I 2 Hor. Ay, 
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H Hor. Ay, fo much a Man of Honour, that I mutt fave my Miftrifs, I thank you, come 
what will on’c. [Aftde. 

Spar. So if I had had her, (he’d have made me believe, the Moon bad been made of a 
Chriftmas Pye. 

Lucy. Now cou’d I fpeak, ifl durft, and folve the Riddle, who am the Author of it. 
[Afide. 

Atith. O unfortunate Woman ! a combination againft my Honour,which moft concerns 
me now, becaufe you (hare in my difgrace, Sir, and it is your cenfure which I muft: now 
fuffer, that troubles me, not theirs. 

Hay. Madam, then have no trouble, you (hall row fee ’tis poffible for me to love too, 
without being jealous, I will not only believe your innocence my felf, but make all the. 
World believe it -- 
Horner 1 muft now be concern’d for this Ladies Honour. [Apart to Horner. 

Hor, And 1 muft be concern’d for a Ladies Honour too. 
Har. This Lady has her Honour, and 1 will protect it. 
Hor, My Lady has not her Honour, but has given it me to keep, and I will prefer-ve it. 
Har. 1 underftand you not. 
Hor. I wou’d not have you. - * 
Mrs. Pin. What’s the matter with ’em all. [Mrs. Pinchwife peeping in behind. 
Mr. Pin. Come, come, Mr.jHorner^ no more difputing, here's the Parfon,! brought him 

npt in vain. ,r ■ ' 
Hor. No, Sir, I’ll employ him, if this Lady pleafe. 
Mr. Pin. How, what d’ye mean ? 
Spar. Ay, what does he mean ? 
Hor. Why, 1 have refign’d your Sifter to him, he has my content. . 
Mr. Pin. Buthe has not mine, Sir, a Woman’s injur’d Honour, no more than a Man’s, 

can be repair’d, or fatisfied by any, but him that firft wronged it \ and you fhall marry 
her prefently, or- [Lays his hand on his Sword. 

Enter to them Mrs. Pinchwife. 
Mrs. Pin. O Lord, they’ll kill poor Mr. Horner^ bdides he (han’t marry her, whileft ? 

ftand by, and look on, I’ll not lofe my fecond Husband fo. 
Mr. Pin. What do I fee? ^ 

Alith. My Sifter in my Cloaths! - 
Spar. Ha! 
Mrs. Pin. Nay, pray now don’t quarrel about finding work for the Pa-rfon, he dial 1 

marry me to Mr. Homer j for now, I believe, you have-enough of me. [To Mr.Pinchwife, 
Hor. Damn’d, damn’d loving Changeling. 
Mrs. Pin. Pray, Sifter, pardon me for telling fo many lyes of you. 
Bar. I fuppofe the Riddle is plain now. 
Lucy. No, that muft be my work, good, Sir, hear me. 

[Kneels to Mr. Pinch, who (lands doggedly % with his hat over his eyes. 
Mr. Pin. I will never hear Woman again, but make ’em all filent, thus-■' 

[Offers to draw upon his Wife. 
Hor. No, that mud not be. ' ■, 
Mr. Pin. You then dial] go firft, ’tis all one ta me. [Offersto draw onUor.ftopt by Hare. 
fipir. Hold-— 

Enter 



Enter Sir Jafper Fidget, Lady Squeamifh, Mrs. Dainty Fidget, Mrs, ■SfjnesmKh, 
Sr, Jaf. What’s the matter, what's the matter, pray, what’s the matter, Sir, i Ufeeeh 

you communicate, Sir. 
Mr. Pin. Why, my Wife has communicated, Sir, as your Wife may have done too, 

Sir, if (he knows him. Sir-— 
Sr. Jaf. Pfhaw, with him, ha, ha, he. 
Mr. Pin. D'ye mock me, Sir, a Cuckold is a kind of a wild Beaft,have a care, Sir -—— 
Sr, Jaf. No, fure, you mock me, Sir—he Cuckold you / it can’t be, ha, ha, he, why, 

I’ll tell you. Sir. j f Offers to whifpsr. 
Mr. Pin. I tell you again, he has Whor’d my Wife, and yours too, if he knows her, 

and alt the Women he comes near j his not his diffembling, his Hypocrihe can whee¬ 
dle me. 

Sr. Jaf How, does he didemble, is he a Hypocrite ? nay then--—how—Wife— 
Sifter is he an Hypocrite ? 

Old L. Sqneam. An Hypocrite, a Diffembler, fpeak young Harlotry, fpeak how ? 
Sr. Jaf. Nay, then-O my my head too —-O thou libinous Lady / 
Old L. Sqneam. D thou Harloting, Harlotry, haft thou don’t then ? 
Sr: Jaf. Speak, gpod Horner,'art thou a Diffembler, a Rogue ? haft thou—-■ 
$or, Soh-— 
Lucy. I’ll fetch you off, and her too, if fhe will but hold her tongne [Hpart to Hor. 
Hor. Canftthou? I ll give thee- f Apart to Lircy. 
Lucy to Mr. Pin. Pray have but patience to hear me, Sir, who am the unfortunate 

caufeof all this confufion, yoi*r Wife is innocent, I only culpable } for I put her upon 
teliing you all thefe lyes, concerning my Miftrefs, in order to the breaking off fhe match 
between Mr. Sparkifo and her, to make way for Mr. Harcowt. 

Spar. Did you fo eternal Rotten-tooth? then it feems my fcliftrefs was not falfe to me, 
I was only deceiv’d by you. Brother, that ibou’d have been, now Man of conduct, who 
is a frank Perfcn now, to bring your Wife to her Lover——.ha.- 

Lucy. I affure you, Sir, fhe came not to Mr. Horner out of love, for fhe loves him no 
more- 

Mrs. Pin. Hold, I told lyes for you, but you {hall tell none for me, for I do love Mr. 
Horner with all my foul, and no body (hall fay me nay •, pray, don’t you go to make poor 
Mr. Horner believe to the contrary, ’tis fpitefully done of you, I’m fure. 

Hor. Peace, Dearldeot. . ' ^ ' [Afidc to Mrsi Pin. 
Mrs. Pin. Nay, 1 will not peace. 
Mr. Pin. Not ’till I make you. 

Enter Dorilant, Quack. 
Vor. Homer, your Servant, I am the Dodor’s Gueft, he muft excufe our intrufion. 
Oh. But what’s the matter Gentlemen, for Heavens fake, what’s the matter ? 
Hor. Oh, ’tis well you are come-tis a cenforious World we live in, you may 

have.brought me a reprieve, or elfe 1 had died for a crime, I never committed, and thefe 
innocent Ladies had fuffer’d with me, therefore pray fatisfie thefe worthy, honourable, 
jealous Gentlemen-—that-- - _ [Whifiers. 

O, I underftand you, is that all ——Sir Jafper, by Heavens, and upon the word 
of a Phyfician, Sir,  --—• HVhifpers to Sir Jafper.^ 

Sr. Jaf Nay, l do believe you truly-.-pardon me my virtuous Lady, and dear of 
honour. - . - ' 

Old L. 
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Old L. Squeam. W hat, then all’s right again. 
Sr. Jaf. Ay, ay, and now let us fatisfie him too. [whifper with Mr. Pinchwife.' 
Mr.Pin. An Eunuch! pray, no fooling with me. 

I’J1 bring half the Chyrurgeons in Town to {wear it. 
Mr.Pin. They——they’ll fwear a Man that bled to death through his wounds died 

of an Apoplexy. 
Qu. Pray, hear me, Sir--why all the Town has heard the report of him. 
Mr. Pin. But does all the Town believe it. 
Qu. Pray, inquire a little, and firft of all thefe. 
Mr. Pin. I’m fure, when I lefc the Town, he was the lewdeft fellow in’t. 
Qu. I tell you, Sir, he has been in France fince, pray ask but thefe Ladies and Gentle¬ 

men, your Friend Mr. Donlant, Gdntlemen and Ladies, han’t you all heard the late fad re¬ 
port of poor Mr. Horner. 

All Lad. Ay, ay, ay. 
Dor. Why, thou jealous Fool doll thou doubt it, he’s an errant French Capon. 
Mrs. Pin. ’Tis falfe, Sir, you {hall not difparage poor Mr. Horner, for to ray certain 

know ledge-- 
Lucy. O, hold- 
Sqaeam. Stop her mouth --- , ' [Afide to Lucy. 
Old La. Fid. Upon my honour, Sir, ’tis as true. [To Pinch. 

ADain. D’ye think we would have been feen in his company.- 
Scjucam. Truft our unfpotted reputations with him ! 
Old La.Fid. This you get, and we too, by trufting y<*ur fecretto a Fool-— 

[Afide to Hor. 
Hor. Peace, Madam, ——well, Do&or, is not this a gooddefign that carries a Man 

on unfufpedted, and brings I*im off fafe.-- [ Afide to Quack. 
Mr. Vin. Well, if this were true, but my Wife-- g Afide. 

[Dorilant whifpers with Mrs. Pinch. 
Alitb. Come, Brother, your Wife is yet innocent you fee, but have a care of too ftrong 

an imagination, left like an over-concern’d timerous Gamefter, by fancying an unlucky 
caft, it Ihould come. Women and Fortune are trueft ftill to thofe that trull ’em. 

Lucy. And any wild thing grows but the more fierce and hungry for being kept up, and 
more dangerous to the Keeper. 

Alitb. There’s Doctrine for all Husbands Mr. Harcourt. 
Har. I edifie, Madam, fo much, that I am impatient till I am one. 
Dor. And 1 edifie fo much by example, i wilfnever be one. 
Spar. And becaufe I will not difparage my parts I’ll ne’er be one. 
Hor. And, 1 alas, can’t be one. 
Mr. Pin. But I muft be one-againft my will to a Country-Wife,with a Coun¬ 

try-murrain to me. 
/Mrs. Pin. And 1 muft be a Country Wife ftill too l find, for i can’t, like a City one, be 

rid of my mufty Husband, and dowhatllift. " [Afide. 
Hor. Now, Sir, I muft pronounce your Wife Innocent, though I blufh whilft 1 do it, 

and lam the only Man by her now expos’d to fliame, which I will ftrelght drown in 
Wins, as you iliall your fufpicion, and the Ladies troubles we’ll divert with a Ballet, Do¬ 
ctor where are your Maskers. 

Lucy. In- 
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Lucy. Indeed, file’s innocent, Sir, I am her witnefs, and her end of coming out was, 

but to fee her Sifter’s Wedding, and what (he has faid to your face of her love to 
Mr. Horner was, but the ufual innocent revenge on a Husband’s jealoufie, was it not* 
Madam, fpeak--- 

Mrs. Pin. Since you’ll have me tell more lyes-— Ufide to Lucy and Horner. 
Yes, indeed, Budd. 

Mr. Pin. For my own fake fain I wou’d all believe. 
Cuckolds like Lovers (hon’d themfelves deceive. 
But-- 
His honour is leaft fafe, (too late I find) 
Who truft’s it with a foolifh Wife or Friend. 

' - - . 

J Dance of Cuckolds. 

VaioFopps, but court, and drefs, apd keep a puther. 
To pafs for Women's Men, with one another* 
But he who aims by Women to be priz’d, 
Firlt by the Men you fee muft be defpis’d* 

• ■ 
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ETILOGVE fpoken by M& Krtep. 

OW you the Vigorous, who doyly here 
O'er Vizard Mask,. in publick domineer, 
And what you’d do to her if in Place where ; 

Nay have the confidence, to cry come out, 
Tet when fhe fays lead on, you arc not ft out; 
But to your well-dr eft Brother ftraight turn round 
fi/td cry. Pox on her Ned, fhe can't he found : 
Then Jlink away, a frefh one to engage, 
With fo much feemtng heat and loving Rage, 
Pond frighten liftning Atlrefis on the Stage ; 
Till fhe at.Iasi has feen you huffing come, 
And talk of keeping in the ly ring-Room, 
Jet cannot he provok'd to lead her home ; 
Next you Eallflaffe of fifty, who hefet 
Tour Buckram Maidenheads, which your friends get ; 
And whilft to them, you of Ntchievements ho aft. 
They Jhare the booty, and laugh at your coft. 
In fine, you Effenst Boys, both Old and Joung, I 
Who wou’d he thought fo eager, brisk, and /IrongfF 
Jet do the Ladies, not their Husbands, wrong; ^ 
Whcfe Purfes for your Manhood make excufe, 
And keep your Flanders Mares for fiew, not ufe; 
Encourag’d by our Woman s Man to day, 
A Horner’* part may vainly think to play ; 
And may Int re agues fo hajhfully dijown, 
That thy may doubted be by few, or none. 
May kijs the Cards at Picquet, Hombre,'-——Lu, 
And jc be taught to kijs the Lady too j 
But Gallants, have a cate faith, what you do. 
The World, which to no Man his due will give, 
7ou by experience know you can deceive, 
And Men may ft ill believe you Vigorous, 
But then we IEomen,-—~*—there s no cousning us. 






